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"^olktife  Annual  grew  oui  of  the  long-standing  desire  <>l 
•i  the  American  Folklife  Centei  and  the  members  ol  its 


Board  <>i  trustees  (especially  formei  trustee  and  dis- 
tinguished tolklorisl  Wayland  D.  Hand)  lot  some  soil  of 
nation. il  serial  publication  on  American  folklife.  Mom  often 

the  proposed  publication  was  (ailed  a  journal  — hut  the 
frequency  of  a  journal,  the  extent  of  the  editorial  work 
required  to  produce  it  regularly,  and  the  many  other  practical 

considerations  of  such  an  enterprise  seemed  daunting.  And 
there  was  concern  too  that  a  journal  would  compete  lot 
manuscripts  with  publications  from  other  institutions,  several 
with  long  and  distinguished  traditions. 

When  the  Library's  Publishing  Office  came  to  the  Folklife 
Center  with  the  idea  of  an  annual,  a  publication  aimed  at  a 
wide  audience  and  one  that  would  allow  for  a  full  use  of 
illustrative  material,  the  new  idea  seemed  to  fulfill  the  old 
desire.  The  proposal  was  workable,  it  responded  to  a  need 
of  the  community  of  folklorists  for  publishing  their  work, 
and  it  seemed  to  fulfill  as  well  one  mandate  of  the  center,  to 
present  to  the  American  people  evidence  of  a  rich  heritage 
of  expressive  life. 

From  the  beginning  we  agreed  that  our  annual  should 
neither  focus  on  a  single  topic  each  year  nor  be  limited  to 
center  activities  and  contributions  of  the  center's  staff. 
Rather  it  should  seek  contributions  from  all  parts  of  the 
United  States  and  from  all  those  engaged  in  the  study  of 
American  folklife.  We  set  out  to  find  articles  that  were 
well-researched,  thoughtful,  and  carefully  written  —  that 
sought  to  interpret  as  well  as  document  the  results  of  field 
work  and  study.  We  hope  the  articles  presented  here  suc- 
ceed in  achieving  those  goals,  and  we  invite  the  participa- 
tion of  our  readers  as  we  assemble  articles  for  future 
volumes. 

In  beginning  this  new  series,  we  gratefully  acknowledge 
the  support  of  the  Library's  Office  of  the  Associate  Librarian 
for  National  Programs.  The  Library  of  Congress  is  home  for 
the  American  Folklife  Center  and  the  Archive  of  Folk  Culture 
and  is,  throughout  its  many  divisions,  an  unparalleled 
resource  for  the  study  of  American  folklife. 
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INTRODUCTION. 

(  billing  to  Icrms 


We  had  noi  planned  ii  thai  way,  bui  this  firs!  volume 
dI  Folktife  Annual  aptly  reflects  the  activities  and 
preoccupations  <>l  the  American  Folklife  Centei 
during  the  yeai  oi  the  volume's  gestation.  Oui  majoi  Geld 
effoii  of  1984  was  the  Pinelands  Folklife  Project,  undertaken 
in  a  swath  of  New  Jersey  thai  is  sometimes  referred  to 
looser)  .is  the  Pine  Barrens  and  that  has  been  designated 
more  recently  as  the  Pinelands  National  Reserve.  Through 
this  project,  and  several  which  had  preceded  it,  the  center 
considered  the  related  subjects  of  folklife  and  preservation, 
conservation,  land  management,  and  sense  of  place.  The 
study  has  been  a  meditation  on  the  intertwining  of  nature 
and  culture  —  two  words  that  in  their  various  etymological 
manifestations  have  served  our  civilization  since  ancient 
times  as  we  struggle  to  define  our  relationship  with  the 
world  around  us.  Man'  Hufford's  essay,  with  which  the 
volume  begins,  tackles  this  nature-culture  dichotomy  head- 
on  by  recounting  the  experiences  of  our  fieldworkers  in  New 
Jersey's  Pinelands  and  the  thoughts  of  the  people  they 
visited.  It  moves  from  cranberry  bogs  to  cedar  stands, 
salt-hay  fields,  and  oyster  beds,  showing  that  much  of  what 
we  think  of  as  "natural"  is  in  fact  the  product  of  long- 
standing traditional  cultivation,  that  "cultivation"  in  turn 
establishes  a  sort  of  ground-base  for  "culture,"  that  culture 
is  deeply  influenced  by  the  natural  habitat  in  which  it  flour- 
ishes, and  that  the  rhythm  of  this  interaction  creates  what 
we  think  of  as  a  cultural  region. 

One  sign  of  the  existence  of  a  cultural  region  is  the  use  of 
a  term  to  designate  its  inhabitants.  Such  terms  sometimes 
emerge  from  the  inhabitants  themselves  as  a  means  of 
self-identificadon;  sometimes  the  terms  are  imposed  by 
outsiders  or  by  one  class  of  insiders  upon  another,  which 
greatly  complicates  their  connotations  and  propriety.  In  the 
New  Jersey  Pine  Barrens  the  term  Piney  is  today  the  subject 
of  debate  about  its  meaning,  to  whom  it  applies,  and 
whether  it  should  be  embraced  as  an  emblem  of  regional 
pride  (epitomized  currendy  by  "Piney  Power"  buttons)  or 
shunned  as  an  outsider's  stereotypic  epithet.  David  Cohen's 
essay  shows  how  the  development  and  perpetuation  of  the 
term  Piney,  accompanied  by  a  sort  of  legend  about  origins 
that  defines  the  term,  owe  much  to  local  historians  who 
have  written  about  the  region.  Pondering  this  historical 
backdrop,  one  may  conjecture  that  if  the  term  is  ever  gener- 
ally adopted  for  regional  self-identification  (like  "Tarheel"), 
it  will  have  to  distance  itself  from  its  legendary  definition. 
To  the  extent  that  we  are  unable  to  divine  even  signifi- 
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cance  embedded  in  our  Pinelands  fieldwork,  perhaps  the 
resultant  archive  will  prove  wiser  in  the  long  run  than  its 
creators.  The  center's  attention  in  the  past  year  has  focused 
to  a  large  extent  upon  archiving.  We  hosted  a  national 
conference  on  automadon  and  folklife  archives,  and  one  of 
the  special  goals  of  the  Pinelands  Folklife  Project  was  to 
experiment  with  a  system  that,  through  automation,  allows 
fieldworkers  to  "archive  as  they  go."  The  Pinelands  Com- 
mission can  have  access  to  the  computerized  data  base, 
and  thus  the  archive  can  help  answer  not  only  our  own 
questions  but  other  questions  we  have  not  dreamed  of. 

Perhaps  the  central  mystery  of  an  archive  —  or,  for  that 
matter,  of  a  library  or  museum  —  is  that  it  must  preserve  the 
past,  reserve  from  the  present,  and  serve  the  future.  Since, 
in  principle  as  well  as  in  practice,  it  helps  our  civilization 
remember  and  understand  what  we  had  forgotten  or  pre- 
viously ignored,  it  must  select  for  the  future  things  the  full 
significance  of  which  it  cannot  divine  at  present.  Thus  an 
archive  with  a  nadonal  mission  must  grow  and  adapt,  not 
only  in  its  procedures  but  in  its  central  vision.  The  alterna- 
dve  is  a  treadmill  of  pigeonholing  and  formularizing  that 
inevitably  leads  to  insututional  atrophy.  Archie  Green's 
essay  "The  Archive's  Shores"  evokes  an  image  of  the 
Archive  of  Folk  Culture  as  a  living,  developing  institution 
that  differs  from  the  stadc  image  of  an  archive  implied  in  the 
catch-phrase  "dusty  archives."  The  essay,  first  offered  in 
briefer  form  in  1978  as  a  lecture  during  the  symposium  with 
which  we  celebrated  the  fiftieth  anniversary  of  the  archive's 
creation,  des  the  archive's  development  to  important 
strands  in  the  history  of  ideas  in  twentieth-century  America. 
The  ideas,  in  turn,  are  made  manifest  in  the  thoughts  and 
actions  of  three  men  —  Robert  W  Gordon,  John  A.  Lomax, 
and  Horace  Kallen  —  all  of  whom  were  students  of  Harvard 
professor  Barrett  Wendell  in  the  early  years  of  this  century. 
This  essay  will  serve  as  the  inaugural  contribution  of  Folk- 
life  Annual  to  a  process  of  reflection  regarding  the  historical 
development  of  the  ideas  and  ideals  embedded  in  the  terms 
folklore  and  folklife.  Such  essays  are  always  welcome,  but 
they  are  particularly  appropriate  in  preparation  for  the 
observance  of  the  American  Folklore  Society's  centennial 
later  in  this  decade. 

The  mission  of  the  founders  of  the  Library's  Archive  of 
Folk  Culture  was  to  document  American  folksong  ("folk 
song"  or  "folk-song,"  as  they  would  have  written  it).  Leav- 
ing aside  their  larger  purposes,  along  with  the  broader 
mission   that   subsequendy  evolved  for  the   archive,   it   is 


possible  to  observe  that  much  of  their  early  effort  was 
invested  in  differentiating  folksong  from  other  forms  of 
song.  The  very  existence  of  that  qualifier  folk,  of  course, 
reflects  a  desire  to  differendate,  to  bring  certain  qualitative 
distinctions  to  the  foreground,  to  set  aside  a  special  corpus 
from  the  larger  mass  of  human  expressions  subsumed 
under  the  word  song.  Yet  folksongs  are,  after  all,  songs;  and 
there  are  dmes  when  it  is  important  to  think  afresh  about 
the  essendal  unity  of  all  art  in  the  manner  of  its  creation. 
Edward  D.  Ives's  essay  "The  Teamster  in  Jack  MacDonald's 
Crew"  takes  its  theme  and  inspiradon  from  a  single  folk- 
song recorded  by  him  from  a  single  singer.  A  copy  of  the 
recording  is  in  the  Archive  of  Folk  Culture  and  has  been 
published  on  one  of  our  documentary  LP  anthologies 
(Library  of  Congress  LBC  8,  Songs  of  Labor  &  Livelihood). 
Here  the  burden  of  his  essay  is  to  contemplate  that  song,  its 
maker,  and  the  context  of  its  creation  along  with  the  poetry 
and  art-song  of  the  likes  of  Matthew  Arnold  and  Samuel 
Barber.  Thus  it  is  that,  though  the  items  in  the  archive 
remain  the  same,  dme  lends  us  fresh  lenses  through  which 
to  view  them. 

Two  essays  in  this  volume  echo  and  amplify  the  Folklife 
Center's  "year  of  the  cowboy"  in  1983,  during  which  we 
mounted  a  major  exhibidon  endded  The  American  Cowboy 
and  organized  concerts  and  symposia  to  match.  John 
Erickson's  is  a  literary  contribution,  immersed  in  direct 
personal  experiences  and  reflections  arising  from  them. 
John  Bennett  offers  an  essay  more  analytical  in  its 
approach,  extracdng  generalizadons  from  both  personal 
observation  and  mountains  of  addidonal  research  data.  The 
exhibidon  dealt  extensively  with  American  myth-making 
about  the  cowboy.  Both  these  essays  address  the  reality  of 
cowboys  as  an  occupational  group  in  the  twentieth-century 
West.  It  is  revealing  that,  for  both  writers,  explaining  the 
reality  of  cowboy  life  required  accoundng  for  ideals.  A 
cowboy,  stripped  of  the  romance  of  our  nadonal  fantasies, 
may  be  nothing  more  than  an  agricultural  laborer  (perhaps, 
especially  in  the  old  days,  a  migrant  agricultural  laborer). 
But  the  point  is  that  you  cannot  just  strip  him  of  dreams, 
ideals,  and  values.  Economics  must  be  conjoined  with  cul- 
tural values  to  explain  the  cowboy  to  the  rest  of  us,  and 
finally  the  myths  we  sought  to  disentangle  from  the  reality 
of  cowboy  life  prove  inextricably  intertwined. 

The  cowboy  theme  raises  forcefully  another  issue  we  have 
never  quite  come  to  terms  with  in  the  field  of  folklore  and 
folklife.  Our  field  of  study  has  always  been  subject  to  two 
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contrary  impulses;  to  take  the  cultural  traditions  ol  small, 
relative))  homogeneous  groups  as  oui  focus  or  ti>  broaden 
the  arena  ofinquirj  to  larger  regions,  nations,  even  civiliza- 
tions. Is  folklore,  or  folklife,  a  traditional  expression  ol 
communit)  values?  Or  is  it  an  expression  of  national  char- 
acter; Or  docs  it  express  international  cultural  connections 
among  the  people  of  the  world?  To  judge  from  the  publica- 
tions of  folklorists  over  the  past  century,  the  answer  is — all 
of  the  above,  sometimes,  depending.  The  stud)  of  folklore  is 
both  intensive  and  comparative,  and  rightly  so.  for  the 
things  being  studied  express  main  layers  of  cultural  signif- 
icance simultaneously.  An  Appalachian  fiddle  tune  is  simul- 
taneouslv  a  personal  expression,  a  community  tradition,  an 
emblem  of  regional  stvle.  and  (in  expanding  circles  of  con- 
nection! an  artifact  of  America,  the  English-speaking  world, 
and  fiddling  worldwide.  Similarly,  a  cowboy's  lariat  twines 
together  mam  strands  of  cultural  meaning  and  value,  from 
craftsmanship  and  techniques  of  use  through  svmbolic  sig- 
nificance to  the  larger  civilization. 

Folk  an.  which  provides  the  final  subject  for  essavs  in 
this  volume,  presents  a  similar  problem  of  definition.  Are 
we  to  think  of  folk  an  in  terms  of  traditions  carefully  nur- 
tured and  passed  along  from  generation  to  generation 
within  a  homogeneous  community?  If  so.  the  artistry  and 
craftsmanship  of  the  Italian  stone  carvers  working  on 
Washington's  National  Cathedral  cenainlv  seem  to  fit  the 
bill  beautifully.  Marjorie  Hunt  has  shared  with  us,  through 
the  carvers'  words  and  images  of  their  work,  a  sense  of  the 
personal  and  communal  discipline  that  sustains  this  grand 
stone-carving  tradition.  It  is  worth  noting,  however,  that  the 
carvers  at  the  National  Cathedral  are  from  more  than  one 
region:  both  northern  and  southern  Italy  are  represented,  as 
are  other  European  countries.  There  is  a  sense  in  which 
stone  carvers  are  an  international  fraternity  or  guild,  thrust 
together  in  die  places  where  their  work  takes  them  and 
bound  together  b\  die  grand  tradition  of  their  craft. 

Howard  Finster.  by  way  of  contrast,  seems  to  some  peo- 
ple to  be  an  anist  without  a  clear  tradition,  a  self-taught 
visionarv  whose  an  can  be  called  "great"  more  comfor- 
tablv  than  "folk."  Vet  his  biography  reveals  many  other  arts 


we  would  unquestionably  call  folk  arts— banjo  and  hai 
monica  playing,  singing  in  the  traditional  style  of  the 
Upland  South,  extemporaneous  preaching  in  the  traditional 
Style.  Further,  he  has  crafted  things  with  his  hands  (and 
imagination)  since  childhood.  Finally,  (hough  they  have  no 
contact  with  one  another,  main  other  grassroots  artists 
have  come  to  our  attention  in  recent  years,  and  there  are 
haunting  similarities  in  some  of  their  aitistic  techniques 
and  subjects.  The  similarities  go  well  beyond  what  can  be 
explained  away  by  coincidence;  one  must  assume  shared 
experience,  vision,  and  values  at  some  level — some  pro- 
founder  cultural  connection  at  the  spiritual  grassroots. 

These  perplexities,  and  others,  were  the  subject  of  the 
Washington  Meeting  on  Folk  An  here  at  the  Library  of 
Congress  in  late  1984.  In  the  course  of  that  meeting  Sheldon 
Posen,  discussing  the  Brooklyn  giglio  celebradons  as  an 
example  of  folk  an,  chanced  to  allude  to  the  possible  par- 
allel between  the  giglios  and  Watts  Towers  in  Los  Angeles. 
Since  Sam  Rodia's  towers  have  become  famous  as  an 
example  of  "folk  an  environments" — celebrated  for  their 
unique,  visionarv  artistry — the  idea  seemed  particularly 
intriguing  to  explore.  Daniel  Ward  and  Posen  have  now 
shared  expertise  to  explore  the  parallel  more  closely,  and  in 
the  process  to  pose  a  number  of  serious  questions  about  the 
nature  of  folk  art  Certainly  the  giglio  in  Italy  and  Brooklyn 
is  a  kind  of  folk  art  Are  Rodia's  Watts  Towers  and  Reverend 
Finster's  backyard  Garden  of  Paradise  another? 

Thus  there  hovers  around  all  the  themadc  groups  of 
essays  in  this  first  volume  of  Folklife  Annual  a  cluster  of 
larger  quesdons  about  folklore  and  folklife — its  relauon- 
ship  to  the  land  (the  Pine  Barrens),  the  development  of  its 
archives,  its  reladonship  to  the  larger  popular  values  and 
ideas  of  our  civilizadon  (the  cowboy),  and  the  nature  of  folk 
art  vis-a-vis  art  (not  only  for  Watts  Towers,  Reverend  Fins- 
ter, and  the  stonecarvers,  but  also  for  the  creator  of  "The 
Teamster  in  Jack  MacDonald's  Crew").  Like  the  American 
Folklife  Center  itself,  its  first  annual  is  neither  single  in  form 
nor  totally  miscellaneous,  but  plumbs  a  cluster  of  issues, 
all  of  which  seem  important  to  consider  as  we  reflect  upon 
.American  folklife  today. 
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Tlie  Pinelands  National  Reserve 


By  Mary  Hufford 


In  1978  Congress  created  the  country's  first 
National  Reserve  in  the  Pine  Barrens  of  New 
Jersey.  The  Pinelands  National  Reserve  differs 
in  concept  from  National  Parks,  Forests,  or 
Monuments  by  virtue  of  its  effort  to  safeguard 
natural  and  cultural  resources  while  maintain- 
ing patterns  of  compatible  human  use  and 
development  A  fifteen-member  Pinelands  Commission 
is  managing  the  million-acre  tract  by  coordinating  the 
actions  and  resources  of  local,  state,  and  federal 
governments  and  the  private  sector. 

Most  nationally  significant  landscapes  are  so  desig- 
nated because  of  their  unique  natural  or  cultural 
resources.  Cultural  resources  are  often  defined  as  things 
that  give  us  access  to  the  human  past — historic  and 
archeological  resources — rather  than  as  clues  to  under- 
standing contemporary  life.  If  a  contemporary  culture  is 
honored,  the  group  itself  is  often  regarded  as  an  anach- 
ronism, having  carried  the  past  forward  in  an  unusually 
intact  form.  People  fall  outside  the  frame  of  a  natural 
preserve,  except  as  visitors  who  do  not  change  anything. 


Harvesting  cranberries  at  Haines's  bogs  in  Chatsworth, 

Preceding  pages:  Misty  aerial  view  of  the  Pinelands 
by  Joseph  Czarnecki 


Jersey. 


People  are  encouraged  to  remain  in  the  Pinelands 
National  Reserve,  however,  and  to  maintain  their  tradi- 
tional patterns  of  land  and  resource  use.  The  goal  is  a 
"living  landscape,"  protected  in  part  by  its  "traditional 
guardians,"  who  could  be  regarded  as  cultural  resources 
themselves.  Such  a  national  reserve  cannot  be  main- 
tained simply  as  a  wilderness  area  with  its  cultural 
resources  confined  in  restored  villages.  Whereas  there 
are  guidelines  for  evaluating  natural  and  historic 
resources,  there  are  none  for  evaluating  living  cultural 
resources.  In  an  effort  to  help  develop  a  model  for 
fostering  a  living  landscape,  the  American  Folklife  Cen- 
ter launched  the  Pinelands  Folklife  Project.  The  field 
survey,  conducted  during  the  fall  of  1983,  paid  special 
attention  to  the  interplay  of  folk  culture  and  natural 
resources  and  to  the  region's  sense  of  place. 
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PSne  Barrens  tree  frag  (Hyia  Vndersoni),  our  <>i  South  |ersey" 
■are  amphibians,  ftwttigiiifih  l>\  /,         \ 


The  creation  of  the  Pinelands  National 
Reserve  has  deeph,  affected  the  lives  and  the 
culture  of  the  region's  inhabitants.  Suddenly 
people  whose  forebears  struggled  to  tame 
the  elements  in  South  Jersey  discover  that 
because  they  live  in  the  only  wilderness  in 
Eastern  Megalopolis,  the  value  of  their  land 
has  plummeted,  and  thev  can  no  longer  plan 
to  retire  on  the  proceeds  from  its  sale.  Thev  are  solemnly 
informed  bv  environmental  scholars  that  thev  live  on  a  very 
large  aquifer.  The  place,  which  has  crawled  with  botanists 
since  the  eighteenth  century,  has  begun  hopping  with  dirt 
bikers,  hikers,  and  canoeists  on  weekends.  Journalists,  their 
curiosity  piqued  by  John  McPhee's  writings,  comb  the  area, 
hoping  to  interview  "real"  Pineys  like  Fred  Brown.  Bill  Wasi- 
owich.  also  mentioned  bv  John  McPhee.  is  pictured  in  Life 
magazine.  And  those  who  are  not  living  subsistence  lifestyles 
find  that  thev  do  not  fit  the  image  of  the  Pinelands  held  bv 
outsiders. 

Rumors  flv  about  what  people  can  and  cannot  do  with  their 
own  property.  People  begin  to  assume  that  permits  are 
required  to  prune  trees  in  their  vards  and  that  the  nonindi- 
genous  plants  edging  their  foundations  will  have  to  be 
uprooted.  A  man  applies  to  the  Pinelands  Commission  for 
permission  to  build  another  structure  on  his  land.  He  is  told 
he  lives  just  outside  the  Pinelands  Reserve  and  feels  like  he 
has  won  the  lorterv. 

Everything  gets  inventoried  and  classified:  the  watersheds, 
the  soil  tvpes.  the  fire-prone  areas,  the  pingoes.  and  the 
Indian  shell  mounds.  Pine  Barrens  tree  frogs  and  curly  grass 
ferns  are  carefully  itemized.  Forges  and  sawmills  are  checked 
off.  The  earning  capacities  of  woodlands  areas  for  white- 
tailed  deer  are  duly  noted.  In  1980  a  comprehensive  man- 
agement plan  is  drafted  and  municipalities  set  about  the 
arduous  task  of  bringing  their  zoning  regulations  into  con- 
formance with  the  regional  plan. 

Then  one  day  in  September  1983  a  gas  station  attendant 


living  in  Egg  Harbor  notices  that  yd  another  surve)  is  under 
way.  The  headlines  in  the  Atlantic  City  Press  read.  "Federal 
Scientists  Study  Pinelands  Culture."  He  is  skeptical,  but  that 
afternoon  a  blond,  bearded  man  named  Jens  Lund  drives 
into  the  station,  tills  up  his  tank  and  hands  the  attendant  a 
government  credit  card. 

"Oh."  savs  the  attendant,  "you  must  be  one  of  those  folklor- 
ists  with  the  Pinelands  Folklife  Project." 

"Why.  yes,  I  am,"  replies  Dr.  Lund  in  surprise. 

The  attendant  scratches  his  head. 

"Say,  tell  me  something,"  he  says.  "Do  you  really  think 
there's  anv  culture  around  here?" 

The  attendant's  question  is  a  fair  one.  Although  the  term 
culture,  meaning  "a  whole  way  of  life,  material,  intellectual, 
and  spiritual,"  has  been  with  us  for  more  than  a  centurv  now. 
not  everyone  understands  that  all  human  communities  pos- 
sess it.  Culture  as  a  medium  for  the  improvement  of  human 
beings  is  so  often  thought  of  in  opposition  to  nature  that  its 
semantic  roots  are  obscured.  In  the  seventeenth  centurv. 
when  European  settlers  were  first  arriving  in  the  Pinelands,  it 
meant  "the  tending  of  natural  growth."  Later  it  came  to  mean, 
by  analogy,  "a  process  of  human  training."  '  Culture  in  its 
most  literal  sense  refers  to  the  improvement  of  what  occurs 
naturally,  as  in  "silviculture,"  "agriculture,"  and  "cranberry 
culture."  Human  beings  occur  naturally,  too. 

If  approached  as  an  organic  whole,  the  culture  of  the 
Pinelands  National  Reserve  cannot  be  separated  from  its 
natural  resources.  Nor  can  the  natural  history  of  the  region  be 
told  apart  from  the  history  of  its  human  inhabitants.  Human 
ecologistsjohn  Sinton  andjonathon  Berger  note  that  nature 
and  culture  in  the  Pinelands  converge  around  three  active 
ingredients:  water,  earth,  and  fire.2  The  people  and  the  envir- 
onment have  been  mutually  cultivated  through  centuries  of 
learning  to  capture,  curb,  and  redistribute  these  three  ele- 
ments. Valuable  information  about  the  land  and  its  people, 
the  legacy  of  generations  of  observation  and  use.  is  stored  not 
only  in  archaic  tools  and  technologies  but  in  the  minds  of 
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South  Jersej  was  famed  in  the  eighteenth  and  nineteenth  centu- 
ries for  the  purin  <>l  us  glass  sand.  Rooted  in  thai  sand  were  thou- 
sands <>l  pine  trees  that,  when  converted  into  charcoal,  helped  to 
luse  the  sand  into  glass,  (.lass  works  sprang  up  in  places  where 
both  were  abundant.  I  he)  are  now  mosiK  in  ruins,  often  visited 
h\  people  foraging  foi  old  bottles  and  l>iis  of  cullet  Courtesy  q)  the 
William  Augustim  Collection,  Rutgers  I  'niversity  Library 


those  traditional  guardians  who  continue  to  study  and  con- 
serve their  environments.  The  traditional  guardians  of  the 
landscape  are  also  the  guardians  of  the  culture.  Their  story 
begins  with  the  Ice  Age,  a  watershed  event  of  some  magnitude 
that  happened  ten  thousand  years  ago. 

The  Ice  Age  is  the  culprit. 
"South  Jersey  is  a  result  of  the  last  Ice  Age,"  said 
George  Brewer  to  folklorist  Jens  Lund.  "Before  that. 
South  Jersev  was  just  a  bunch  of  little  islands.  The  runoff  from 
the  last  Ice  Age  filled  it  in." 

They  were  discussing  the  cultural  chasm  that  divides  North 
and  South  Jersey.  As  a  result  of  this  chasm,  a  characteristic  of 
states  that  are  taller  than  they  are  wide,  South  Jerseyans 
threatened  to  form  a  separate  state  several  years  ago.  They 
broadcast  their  intention  on  bumper  stickers  that  read,  "South 
Jersey:  the  Secret  State."  There  is  some  truth  to  the  statement. 
The  "Joisey"  accent  and  the  smokestacks  that  fume  into 
orange  and  gray  skies  belong  to  only  a  small  portion  of  North 
Jersey.  YVTiile  Southjersey  has  spewed  forth  its  share  of  ashes, 
the  smoke  is  of  a  different  sort.  The  ice  age  with  its  series  of 
melting  glaciers  had  something  to  do  with  that. 

We  do  not  know  whether  the  islands  mentioned  by  Brewer 
bore  names  before  they  were  glaciated.  We  do  know  that  every 
time  a  glacier  shrank  it  unleashed  torrents  of  water,  each  with 
its  own  blend  of  silt,  gravel,  sand,  and  clay,  like  islands  stacked 
on  top  of  one  another  and  named  retroactively  by  geologists: 
Cape  May,  Bridgeton,  Pennsauken,  Beacon  Hill,  and  Kirk- 
wood  formations,  and  the  topmost  Cohansey  Sand.  The  glac- 
iers gouged  out  basins  and  upheaved  ridges,  none  of  them 
very  pronounced  and  all  of  them  linked  by  the  sand  they 
contained. 

"F.verything  south  of  Trenton  is  mostly  sand,"  George 
Brewer  observed.  He  was  providing  Lund  with  the  deep  back- 
ground on  his  logging  operation  in  Great  Cedar  Swamp. 

That  sand  is  the  famous  Cohansey  Aquifer,  a  deposition  of 
sand  that  holds  17  trillion  gallons  of  pristine  water.  The 
aquifer,  replenished  entirely  by  precipitation,  feeds  all  the 


The  Cohanse)  Aquifer,  its  top  dusted  with  fine,  white  sand  and 
inlaid  with  the  trails  of  deer  and  people,  underlies  much  of  the 
Pine  Barrens.  As  large  and  culturally  diverse  as  the  region  is.  its 
residents  are  all  connected  by  the  sand  and  water.  Those  who 
have  .grown  up  there  have  a  saving:  "You  can  go  away  from  the 
Pines,  but  von  can't  get  the  sand  out  of  your  shoes."  Photograph  b\ 
Joseph  Czarnecki 


ground  water  in  Southjersey  and.  because  of  its  permeability, 
is  highly  susceptible  to  pollution. 

For  centuries  following  the  Ice  Age,  there  was  mutual  influ- 
ence between  people  and  the  landscape.  Almost  as  if  they 
took  their  cues  from  the  Ice  Age,  human  beings  used  small- 
scale  processes  of  deposition  and  erosion  to  cultivate  indi- 
genous crops  like  salt  hay,  cedar,  cranberries,  and  clams. 
What  they  contributed  was  geometry,  history,  and  a  rich 
vocabulary  of  discernment.  In  that  vocabulary  a  landscape 
that  has  been  accused  of  an  undulating  sameness  begins  to 
throb  with  its  own  nuances.  Perhaps  the  most  profound 
source  of  unity  for  the  diversified  landscapes  lies  hidden 
underground  in  the  water  table. 

In  the  uplands  of  South  Jersey  the  water  table  is  seldom 
more  than  five  feet  from  the  surface.  In  the  lowlands  it  peeps 
through.  It  does  not  burst  or  gush,  it  seeps  and  trickles 
through  dendritic  depressions  in  the  land,  spring-fed  sloughs, 
that  give  rise  to  barely  perceptible  islands.  Differences  in 
elevation,  sometimes  of  only  a  few  inches,  make  for  marked 
differences  in  vegetation  and  soil  types.  In  many  parts  of  the 
Pinelands,  the  ground  is  not  solid,  and  people  know  where 
thev  can  walk  by  reading  the  vegetation.  The  soil  types  and  the 
various  kinds  of  "bottom"  that  exist  in  the  wetlands  have  been 
thoroughly  annotated  by  the  people  who  have  lived  there 
over  the  past  three  hundred  years. 

George  Brewer  described  the  varieties  of  bottom  that  lay  in 
close  proximity  to  one  another.  The  sweet  gum  tree  in  his 
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\  aid.  he  observed,  indicates  a  boggy  bottom.  The  yard  behind 
his  mothers  house,  on  the  other  hand,  is  sandy  enough  "to 
sink  a  garden  tractor." 

Her  hunt  yard  is  so  gravelly  you  can  hardly  dig  a  hole, 
and  down  bv  the  school  there's  a  field  full  of  buckshot 
sand  Behind  it  is  a  sand-wash — good  enough  for  road 
graveL  [Interview.  Jens  Lund.  October  15.  1983] 

Jack  Cervetto.  who  logs  cedar  in  the  Oswego  Swamp, 
observed  that  in  the  South  Plains  each  hill,  as  small  as  it  is,  is 
composed  differently. 

Ever)  hill  has  a  different  material  to  it.  One  is  a  gravel 
hill,  another  has  sugar  sand,  another  is  ordinary  sand, 
and  there's  some  that  are  solid  rock. 

The  names  of  those  hills  are  more  pronounced  than  the  hills 
themselves:  Hogback  Hill.  Skunk  Hill,  and  Bacon's  Ridge. 
[Interview.  Man  Hufford.  April  5,  1984] 

When  the  European  settlers  arrived,  thev  found  an  area 
that  was,  as  it  is  today,  very  wet,  very  sandy,  and  very  fire-prone. 
For  centuries  fire  had  been  wielded  by  the  Delaware  Indians, 
both  to  procure  food  and  to  control  the  naturally  occurring 
wildfires.  In  the  drier  uplands  especially,  the  vegetation 
responded  bv  becoming  both  more  volatile  and  more  resil- 
ient. On  the  Plains,  an  upland  tract  which  many  regard  as  the 
Pine  Barrens  proper,  the  pitch  pine  and  scrub  oak  sprout 
leaves  within  one  season  after  a  fire  has  ravaged  the  area. 

In  the  eighteenth  and  nineteenth  centuries,  as  the  indus- 
trial revolution  progressed,  the  smoke  hovering  over  South 


Jersey  was  patterned  differently.  Pine  trees  that  had  been 
exploded  by  wildfires  were  now  smoldered  into  charcoal.  The 
charcoal  was  used  as  fuel  in  the  houses  where  sand  was  fused 
into  glass  and  in  the  forges  where  bog  iron — from  tea- 
colored  swamp  streams — was  smelted.  Water-powered  saw- 
mills sprang  up  along  the  streams,  converting  the  Atlantic 
white  cedar  into  shingles  for  houses  and  planking  for  ships. 

Many  of  the  towns  that  existed  in  this  period  were  companv 
towns — iron  plantations — and  their  ruins  bear  the  company 
names:  Hanover  Furnace,  Martha  Furnace,  Mary  Ann  Forge, 
and  Harrisville.  Hanisville  was  actually  a  town  surrounding  a 
papennill.  The  paper,  made  from  salt  hay  grown  in  the 
meadowiands  fringing  the  Pine  Barrens,  was  crude  and  tea- 
colored,  some  say,  because  of  bog  iron  in  the  water. 

By  the  mid-nineteenth  century  the  furnaces  had  convened 
their  last  minerals  and  were  shut  down  by  circumstances 
beyond  their  pale,  including  the  discovery  of  the  anthracite 
fields  in  Pennsylvania.  They  subsided  into  ruins,  to  await  their 
own  conversion  into  historic  sites  or  other  industries.  Around 
them  the  landscape  bore  witness  to  the  manipulation  of  water 
and  fire — in  sloughs  and  streams  that  were  bridged  and 
dammed  and  in  the  black  remains  of  charcoal  pits  that  pep- 
pered the  uplands.  The  swamps  were  riddled  with 
crossways — pole  roads  constructed  to  aid  the  removal  of 
cedar  from  the  swamplands.  The  crossways,  some  of  them 
more  than  two  hundred  years  old,  have  been  used  several 
times.  Jack  Cervetto,  a  woodsman  in  his  seventies,  claims  to  be 
the  third  white  man  to  harvest  the  Oswego  Swamp.  "Thev 
used  to  say  that  all  the  crossways  lead  to  Candlewood,"  said 
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(  ranberrv  bogs  ( urrentl)  in  operation.  Fred  Malm.  l)i\ision  ol 
Soil  ( lonservation,  State  Departmeni  of  Agriculture,  provided  cu 
rem  information  about  location  of  the  bogs.  Ma/t  by  Donald 
Shometle 


Cervetto.  "That's  where  the  first  sawmill  was."  Where  turf  had 
been  removed  for  insulating  charcoal  pits,  habitats  favorable 
for  today's  rare  and  celebrated  plant  species  were  produced. 
Nineteenth-century  journalists  took  notice,  declaring  in 
amazement  that  here,  in  the  shadows  of  New  York  Citv  and 
Philadelphia,  was  a  wilderness: 

It  is  a  region  aboriginal  in  savagery,  grand  in  the  aspects 
of  untrammelled  nature;  where  forests  extend  in  uninter- 
rupted lines  over  scores  of  miles;  where  we  may  wander 
a  good  day's  journey  without  meeting  half-a-dozen 
human  faces;  where  stately  deer  will  bound  across  our 
path,  and  bears  dispute  our  passage  through  the  cedar 
brakes;  where,  in  a  word,  we  may  enjoy  the  undiluted 
essence,  the  perfect  wildness  of  woodland  life.3 


A  swamp,  favorably  situated  tor  cranberry  cultivation.  J.  J.  White 
wrote:  "The  soil  best  adapted  to  the  production  of  cranberries  is 
an  equal  mixture  ol  <  oarse  sand  and  muck. . . .  Could  a  soil  of  this 
composition  be  found  in  a  state  of  nature,  right!)  situated  as 
regards  moisture,  much  expense  ol  sanding  might  he  saved."  In 
cranberrv  culture,  the  muck  is  coveted  with  sand,  inverting  the 
natural  arrangement  so  that  in  several  years  the  two  ate  thor- 
oughl)  mixed,  producing  the  ideal  mixture  ol  black  sand  |  |oseph 
J.  White.  Cranberry  Culture,  New  York:  O.JuddCo.,  1885,  29  and  32 


The  swamp  reformulated.  "Water  is  essential,"  wrote  White,  "but  it 
must  be  under  control."  Turf  Walls,  six  feet  thick  support  and  pro- 
tect the  true  dam  of  sand,  which  also  serves  as  a  road.  (Joseph  J. 
White.  (Wanbens  Culture) 
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B\  the  time  these  words  were  being  published,  the  cran- 
berry craze  was  well  under  way:  putting  the  logged-over 
cedar  swamps  and  stopped-up  streams  to  work  toward 
improving  the  naturally  occurring  fruit.  One  account  credits 
Peg  Legjohn  Webb  of  Cassville  with  the  discovery  that  flood- 
ing the  bogs  in  winter  would  protect  the  evergreen  cranberry 
vines  from  both  frost  and  insects.  He  set  his  first  vines  in  holes 
punched  with  his  peg  leg.  He  is  also  credited  in  local  tradition 
with  the  accidental  discovery  that  cranberries  can  be  sorted 
by  bouncing  them.  According  to  the  story,  he  tripped  on  his 
way  up  the  stairs  with  a  bushel  of  cranberries.  The  bad,  mushy 
berries  only  made  it  partway  down  the  stairs.  The  good,  firm 
berries  bounced  all  the  way  to  the  bottom.  Today  even  cran- 
berry on  the  market  has  been  bounced  at  least  seven  times. 
While  the  soiling  devices  are  now  sophisticated  machines, 
the  ghost  of  Webb's  stairway  hovers  above  them. 

All  that  was  needed  was  a  good  water  supply  and  a  method 
for  controlling  the  levels.  In  what  is  now  known  as  Whitesbog, 
Col. James  Fenwick  founded  a  cranberry  plantation,  harness- 
ing both  the  water  supply  and  the  work  force  that  formerly 
had  been  tapped  by  Hanover  Furnace.  Although  "cranberry 
fever"  abated  with  the  panic  of  1873,  cranberrving  prospers 
today  as  one  of  the  region's  more  famous  traditional,  indigen- 
ous practices.4 

Cranberry  bogs  are  essentially  remodeled  cedar  swamps — 
large  basins  in  which  the  stumps  have  been  removed  and  the 
turf  cut  away  and  mounded  into  embankments  and  dams, 
which  also  serve  as  roads.  The  native  cedar  is  incorporated 
into  the  landscapes  of  cranberry  culture  in  the  form  of  cedar 
packing-houses,  workers'  cottages,  crates,  and  gates.5 

In  1870J. J.  White.  Fenwick's  son-in-law.  published  a  book 
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on  how  to  cultivate  cranberries.  His  illustrations  provide 
information  on  the  anatomy  of  different  bottoms — the  most 
essential  being  the  muck  found  in  ponds,  swamps,  and 
savannahs.  The  technical  definition  for  muck  is  "decompos- 
ing vegetable  and  animal  matter  together  with  alluvial  mud 
under  water."  6 

For  even  acre  of  land  set  out  in  bogs  there  has  to  be  seven 
to  ten  acres  of  reservoir.  Thus  each  complex  of  bogs — and.  by 
extension,    each    cranberry    family — perches    on    its    own 


branch  of  a  major  waterway.  The  Birches,  in  Tabernacle, 
owned  and  operated  bv  Earl  Thompson,  is  on  the  Roberts 
Branch  of  the  Batsto  River;  Whitesbogs,  in  Pemberton.  oper- 
ated bv  Tom  Darlington  (J.J.  White's  grandson),  draws  from 
Pole  Branch.  Cranberry  Run.  Indian  Run.  Antrim's  Branch, 
and  Gaunt's  Branch:  Friendship  Bogs,  in  Friendship,  is  on 
the  Batsto  River;  Sharpless  Bogs  is  at  the  headwaters  of 
Medford  Lakes:  Sim  Place,  on  the  edge  of  the  Pygmy  Forest,  is 
on  the  East  Branch  of  the  Wading  River:  Retreat  Bogs,  run  bv 
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Whitesbog,  New  Jersey.  The  well-wroughi  system  oi  bogs  is  som 
thing  of  a  work  of  an,  "a  mosai<  of  dams.  ( .m.ils.  and  bogs,"  .is 
one  grower  described  it.  Drawing  courtesy  <>l  Historu  (jonservaiion 
and  Interpretation,  Inc..  Newton,  Newjersey 


"I  logging"  the  berries  a)  I  laines's  l><><;s  in  I  log  Wallow.  I  laving 
been  knocked  from  the  lines,  the  floating  i  ranberries  are  pushed 
i  hogged)  to  a  conveyor  bell  that  raises  them  onto  a  waiting  truck. 
Photograph  by  Joseph  (karnerki 


the  Budd  family,  is  on  the  South  Branch  of  the  Rancocas 
River.  At  the  heart  of  the  Pine  Barrens,  the  Haineses, 
DeMarcos,  and  Lees  coordinate  their  water  use  for  harves- 
ting, irrigation,  and  frost  protection,  tapping  the  Shoal  Branch 

of  the  Wading  River. 

The  landscapes  are  so  cleverly  embedded  that  canoeists 
and  hikers  may  not  see  them  as  working  landscapes  but  as 
wilderness  playgrounds.  "This  is  a  high  ridge  here!"  said 
fieldworker  Nora  Rubinstein  to  Jack  Cervetto,  who  was 
guiding  her  through  a  section  of  his  woods.  "This  is  a  dam." 
Cervetto  corrected  her.  "This  is  man-made.  This  is  built." 
Shortly  thereafter  they  came  to  a  sluice.  "This  is  the  North 
Branch  of  the  Wading  River."  Cervetto  told  her.  sharing  his 
awareness  of  hidden  connections.  "This  is  all  concrete  and 
water  flows  underneath  it.  It's  on  a  standstill  right  now. 
because  over  at  Sim  Place  they're  holding  the  water  to  put  on 
the  cranberries  in  case  of  frost."  Stories  of  trespass  vandalism 


are  common,  as  fieldworker  Christine  Cartwrighl  learned 
from  Elizabeth  Carpenter 

One  giower  found  a  bunch  of  people  sitting  in  a  drain- 
age ditch  in  his  cranberry  bogs — they'd  opened  one  <>f 
his  floodgates  so  they  could  sit  under  the  resultant  water- 
fall and  enjoy  it.  regardless  of  the  immense  damage  thai 
resulted.  The\  were  actually  insulted  that  he  was  upset. 
They  figured  the\  had  a  right  to  do  what  thev  were 
doing.  [Interview,  Christine  Cartwright.  September  28, 
1983] 

The  cultivation  of  indigenous  crops  has  an  undeserved 
reputation  for  being  easv,  linked  perhaps  with  romantic 
notions  in  general  about  things  that  are  indigenous.  "Bogs 
require  no  cultivation,  harrowing,  or  manuring."  we  are  told 
bv  one  misguided  reporter.  "The  planter  only  waits  in  serene 
contentment,  confident  that  the  harvest  is  sure  to  come."  T 
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Bog-building  in  fact  represents  a  staggering  amount  of 
human  energy  and  time.  Henrv  Mick  and  Abbott  Lee  out- 
lined the  basic  steps  for  fieldworkers  Christine  Cartwright 
and  Mai  O'Connor: 

1 .  Pick  a  spot  near  a  stream. 

2.  Survey  the  property  for  elevations,  to  facilitate  conserva- 
tion of  water. 

3.  Locate  the  reservoir  at  the  top  of  the  propertv. 

4.  Plan  the  bogs. 

3.  Ditch  the  first  bog.  using  the  sand  to  make  the  dikes. 
which  also  serve  as  roads  for  machinery. 

h.  Push  the  trees  out  with  large  machinery.  Salvage  the 
cedar  and  pine. 

7.  Burn  off  useless  vegetation. 

8.  Eliminate  competitive  root  s\  stems  by  invertingturf.  Use 
turf  to  line  the  dikes. 

9.  Grade  the  bog.  A  bog  should  be  within  a  half-inch  of 
level  for  conservation  of  water. 

10.  Put  in  underground  pipes  for  irrigation. 


11.  Plant  the  vines,  forty  to  seventy  thousand  per  acre. 
[Combined  from  interviews,  Christine  Cartwright,  September 
29,  1983,  and  Mai  O'Connor,  November  12,  1983] 

Bog  building  may  take  three  years,  and  maturation  of  the 
plants  requires  at  least  two  or  three  more.  Most  people  in 
cranberry  agriculture  today  are  in  at  least  the  third  generation 
of  growers.  Many  are  fifth  generation  growers,  whose  family 
histories  are  also  the  history  of  cranberry  culture  in  the  region. 

The  end  result  is  something  of  a  work  of  art — "a  mosaic  of 
dams,  canals,  and  bogs,"  as  grower  Mary-Ann  Thompson 
described  it.  The  bogs  range  in  size  from  one  to  twenty-five 
acres.  Bogs  are  places  in  their  own  right,  with  names  like 
Ragmop,  Old  Bog,  Pole  Bridge  Bog,  and  Buffin's  Meadows. 
The  names  are  active  in  local  parlance  because  some  of  the 
work  force  for  the  bogs  is  in  its  third  or  fourth  generation. 

Cranberry  culture  may  not  be  a  performing  art,  but  it 
generates  a  lot  of  audience.  Since  the  advent  of  wet-harvesting 
in  the  early  1960s,  the  harvest  has  provided  a  colorful  specta- 
cle of  bobbing  red  berries  herded  toward  a  conveyor  belt 
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While  the  ditch  in  a  bog  gone  wild  ma)  hold  more  aesthetic 
appeal  foi  visitors  (opposite,  above),  the  cranberr)  growei  applies 
a  different  set  <>i  c  anons  when  reading  tin-  lands*  ape.  I  he  new 
bogs  at  Buffins  Meadows  regarded  as  state-of-the-an  bogs  (oppo- 
site, below  |,  are  streamlined  for  maximum  efficiency.  I  he  <  entral 
ditt  li  has  been  replaced  l>\  sprinkler  systems  <>n  the  dams,  which 
are  all  exactl)  two  hundred  feet  apart  Photographs  by  Joseph 
(jLarnecki 


through  water  reflecting  a  deep  blue  sk\.  ringed  with  amber 
sand  and  blight  evergreens.  It  attracts  busloads  of  school- 
children and  a  spate  of  reporters  each  fall. 

Machines  for  wet-harvesting  are  essentially  large  horizontal 
eggbeaters  that  knock  the  berries  off  the  submerged  vines. 
There  are  two  kinds  of  wet  ban  esters:  "ride-ons"  and  "walk- 
behinds."  The  berries  shoot  to  the  surface,  where  thev  are 
shepherded  ("hogged")  over  to  the  conveyor  belt  that  raises 
them  onto  a  truck.  The  hogging  method  was  developed  by 
Eduardo  Tones,  one  of  the  farm  hands  at  the  Haines  bogs  in 
Hog  Wallow. 

Technological  advances  in  the  industry  are  rooted  within  a 
local  pool  of  human  talent  and  interest,  and  each  generation 
contributes  something  new.  Cranberry  technology  is  in  con- 
stant flux,  and  last  century's  tools  have  evolved  into  sophisti- 
cated machinery  within  the  lifetimes  of  those  in  the  grand- 
parent generation.  Because  the  industry  is  so  small,  and 
because  bogs  tend  to  be  idiosyncratic,  growers  modif)  existing 
machines  and  invent  new  ones  to  suit  their  needs. 

Each  generation  of  cranberry  growers  has  its  inventors,  f.  f. 
White,  in  addition  to  writing  the  accepted  manual  on  cran- 
berry culture,  patented  a  number  of  devices  for  processing 
cranberries  at  Whitesbog.  Tom  Darlington,  his  grandson, 
invented  the  Darlington  Dry  Picker.  Abbott  Eee.  of  Speedwell, 
patented  one  of  the  wet  harvesters  in  use  in  the  region.  The 
Lees  and  the  Darlingtons  are  now  in  the  process  of  develop- 
ing floating  pickers — essentiallv  a  new  kind  of  work  boat. 
Central  to  this  free-flowing  exchange  of  ideas  is  a  local  ma- 
chinist who  gives  the  ideas  form,  it's  aver)  tight-knit  industry 
in  terms  of  all  the  locals."  said  Mark  Darlington. 

We  can  borrow  equipment  back  and  forth,  and  Dave 

Thompson,  the  local  machinist,  is  fantastic  at  coming  up 
with  the  stuff  that  in\  dad  can  conceive  of.  My  dad  will 
work  out  something  and  Dave  will  make  it.  and  what'll 
happen  is  somebody'U  heat  about  it  and  want  to  try  it 
out.  We'll  loan  it  to  "em  and  they'll  come  back  and  say, 
"Well,  we  need  these  changes  on  it."  Pretty  soon  some 
grower  can  go  to  Thompson  and  say,  "Hey.  look.  I  need 
thus-and-such."  and  he'll  sa\.  "Okay,  I  made  it  this  wax 
for  so-and-so.  and  you  probably  want  the  bigger  wheels." 
and  he  can  just  make  it  up  for  'em.  And  even  year  we 
change  it.  and  he  ends  up  doing  the  changes  on  it.  and 
so  he  son  of  keeps  up  on  that  and  he  doesn't  even  need 
drawings  or  anything.  [Interview,  Man  Hufford  and  Mai 
O'Connor,  November  IS.  1983] 

Disparate  notions  of  perfection  and  of  what's  beautiful  are 


cast  into  relief  here.  A  number  of  the  old  bogs  in  Whitesbog 
were  purchased  by  Lebanon  State  Forest  nearly  twenty  years 
ago.  They  are  not  currently  harvested  and  could  be  regarded 
as  feral  bogs — cultivated  bogs  that  have  gone  wild.  To  a  visitor, 
their  deep  and  random  ditches  are  beautiful.  To  a  cranberry 
grower,  they  represent  something  else.  "There's  one  twenty- 
five-acre  bog  that  was  just  unmanageable."  said  Mark 
Darlington. 

It  had  this  ditch  that  goes  over  the  top  of  your  head.  It 
just  wanders — it's  got  oxbows  in  it!  You  can't  pick  it.  it's 
just  a  mess  over  there.  . . .  It's  four  feet  out  of  level — that 
means  the  top  end's  got  to  be  five  feet  deep  before  the 
lower  end  even  sees  any  water.  And  that's  a  staggering 
amount  of  millions  of  gallons.  And  over  there  we  don't 
have  a  closed  water  system;  you  have  to  open  the  gate  at 
the  bottom  and  let  it  go  downstream  and  that's  it. 

What's  beautiful,  on  the  other  hand,  is  a  solution  to  a 
problem  in  cranberry  management,  imaginatively  wrought. 
The  bogs  that  the  Darlingtons  developed  across  the  highway 
from  Whitesbog,  in  Buffins  Meadows,  are  widely  acknowl- 
edged to  be  state-of-the-an  bogs.  What's  beautiful  is  their 
precision,  economy,  and  efficiency.  The  ditches  have  been 
eliminated,  as  Mark  explained: 

These  bogs  over  here.  Dad  sat  down  from  the  ven 
beginning  to  try  to  make  as  efficient  as  he  possibly  could. 
so  it's  as  level  as  we  could  make  it.  It's  all  two  hundred 
feet,  center  to  center,  on  the  dams,  exactly.  The  bogs 
change  length,  but  they're  all  exactlv  the  same  width,  so 
we're  able  to  spray  em  from  one  dam  with  a  spraver  that 
goes  out  a  hundred  feet,  then  you  go  around  the  other 
side  and  do  the  other  pan.  Then  you  don't  need  any 
ditches  down  the  middle  for  water. 

The  same  principles  applv  to  machinen:  "The  beauty  of 
my  dad's  engineering  is  that  it  doesn't  look  great — it  looks 
rather  strange  most  of  the  time.  No  frills  on  it  at  all.  It's  elegant 
from  an  engineering  standpoint,  because  it's  as  simple  and 
easj  to  build  as  a  machine  can  be  and  get  the  job  done." 

Manx  local  grown-ups  drew  some  income  as  children 
working  in  cranberry  and  blueberrv  fields.  Child  labor  laws 
did  not  applv  to  the  children  of  cranbem  growers,  and 
working  in  the  fields  was  pan  of  growing  up.  Stephen  Lee  III 
and  his  brother  Abbott  recalled  plaving  in  the  blueberry 
fields  when  quite  young,  building  their  own  miniature  bogs. 
At  eight  or  nine  they  began  driving  tractors,  nailing  cedar 
blueberrv  flats  together,  and  counting  tickets.  Local  children 
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Farmhands  al  Haines's  cranberr)  bogs  in  Chatsworth  knock  the 
buoyant  berries  from  submerged  vines  with  beaters.  I  lit-  leader 
probes  the  bottom,  which  settles  .in<l  sliihs  ea<  h  year,  t<>  guide 
them  through  a  clear  pathway,  free  <>l  holes  and  othei  obstai  les 
Photograph  byjoseph  Czarnecki 


still  earn  some  pocket  money  in  the  cranberry  and  blueberry 
fields.  Several  growers  suggested  that  teen-age  vandalism 
would  diminish  if  newcomers  understood  the  landscapes  the 
wav  those  who  work  and  play  on  them  from  childhood  do. 
"Children  who  move  here  are  frustrated  by  the  lack  of  things 
to  do."  commented  Maty-Ann  Thompson,  "and  part  of  it  is 
that  they're  not  trained  to  live  in  the  area."  [Meeting  with 
fieldwork  team,  September  16,  1983] 

The  local  work  force  was  supplemented  earlier  in  the 
century  by  Italian  laborers  from  South  Philadelphia.  They 
were  hired  through  an  Italian  boss  or  padrone  who  super- 
vised hundreds  of  families  during  the  harvest  each  fall.  In 
Whitesbog  a  padrone  named  Donato  always  hired  a  number 
of  musicians  and  a  well-known  storyteller.  They  lived  in 
houses  that  have  since  burned  to  the  ground.  Where  the 
foundations  are  still  marked  by  the  flora  of  civilization,  the 
spots  are  still  called  "Rome"  and  "Florence." 

These  days  the  bogs  are  glossed  in  Spanish  by  Puerto  Rican 
farmhands,  in  Creole  by  men  from  Haiti,  and  in  Khmer  by 
Cambodians.  Fieldworker  Bonnie  Blair  spent  a  morning  at 
the  Birches  in  hip-waders,  learning  to  walk  in  a  flooded  bog: 

One  of  the  Haitian  men  told  me  that  I  had  to  be  sure  to 
walk  carefully,  and  that  the  wav  to  learn  what  the  land 
was  like  under  the  water  was  to  "watch  out"  (in  the  sense 
of  "see")  with  your  feet.  Orlando  Torres  told  me  that  this 
was  a  good  bog  to  work,  in  terms  of  depth  of  the  water, 
since  it  didn't  have  too  many  holes,  and  even  the  ditches 
weren't  too  deep.  [Fieldnotes.  Bonnie  Blair,  October  14. 
1983] 

The  position  of  water  watcher  (or  water  foreman  or  water 
checker)  falls  to  the  man  who  knows  the  water  and  the  range 
of  its  interactions  with  the  land.  He  has  to  patrol  the  bogs, 
wat<  lung  for  damage  bv  beavers  and  swans,  leaks  in  gates  and 
sluices,  and  am  other  irregularities.  Jack  Cervetto  used  to 
watch  the  water  around  Abe  Gerber's  bogs  in  exchange  for 
the  privilege  of  gathering  sphagnum  moss  on  the  property. 
Cervetto  knows  the  water  intimately — every  slough,  island, 
and  bottom.  He  is  able  to  distinguish  gradations  in  what  is  to 
newcomers  an  undifferentiated  wilderness.  He  knows  where 
the  water  comes  from  and  where  it  is  going. 

"All  right."  said  Jack  Cervetto  to  fieldworker  Nora  Rubin- 
stein on  a  tour  of  his  swamp  near  Plain  Branch,  "now  see  that 
water  we  just  went  through?  That  separates  that  island  from 
this  island.  Now  this  is  another  island  surrounded  by  water." 

"How  can  you  tell  that  it's  a  slough  and  not  just  a  wet  spot?" 
Nora  asked  him. 

"Well,  it's  low  .til  the  way  around  it.  Altogether  different 


bottom.  See  that  rain  we  had  the  other  day.  .  .  .  fast  week  this 
was  perfectly  dry.  The  rain  we  had  the  other  day  has  put  s<  >nic 
water  in  here." 

"Does  this  island  have  a  name?" 

"No,  no,  but  it's  my  island,  and  I'm  prettv  well  attached  to 
it." 

"How  deep  is  this?" 

"It  isn't  too  deep.  You  know  on  the  bottom,  all  this  bottom 
here  is  stone  as  white  as  milk.  Gravel,  stone,  white  sand,  as 
white  as  chalk  or  milk."  [Interview,  Nora  Rubinstein,  October 
28,  1983] 

He  spoke  of  other  kinds  of  bottom.  Savannah  bottom  is  low- 
bottom  on  the  upland,  with  solid  clay  from  the  top  down.  No 
trees  grow  there  because  of  the  clay,  only  savannah  grass.  In 
wet  weather  one  has  to  be  careful  because  the  clay  gets  soft. 
Oak  bottom  is  "loomy"  (loamy)  ground,  good  for  farming. 
Oak  mulch  is  sweet,  pine  mulch  is  sour.  "The  tvpe  of  vegeta- 
tion gives  you  the  type  of  soil,"  Cervetto  told  her. 

Cervetto,  a  veteran  fire  fighter,  checks  the  condition  of  the 
vegetation  and  soil  frequently  to  obtain  what  he  calls  the  fire 
index.  When  the  ground  is  very  dry,  the  fire  index  is  high,  and 
he  doesn't  go  too  far  from  home.  The  old-timers  always  knew 
to  check  the  fire  index.  "Young  people  don't  seem  to  check 
for  it  as  much."  Cervetto  observed. 

The  foreman  of  the  entire  operation  is  often  a  local  per- 
son, who  exercises  a  natural  leadership  in  the  community. 
"Old-timers  with  the  proper  authority  make  the  best  fore- 
men." said  Mark  Darlington.  Old-timers,  who  probably 
worked  in  the  bogs  as  children,  are  valued  for  their  knowl- 
edge of  the  water  and,  in  several  instances,  were  never  retired. 
"Retiring  an  old-timer  is  a  tricky  business."  said  one  grower. 
"First  of  all,  you  can't  replace  them,  because  they  know  so 
much,  and  secondly,  without  something  like  this  to  keep  them 
going,  they're  likely  to  die  within  six  months  after  they  retire." 
As  long  as  they  are  willing  and  able  to  work,  their  services  are 
valued.  The  cultivation  of  water  foremen  is  not  formalized — it 
occurs  within  families  whenever  a  child  seems  interested. 
Bobby  Hopkins,  the  water  foreman  at  Whitesbog.  frequentlv 
brings  his  grandson  Matthew,  a  preschooler,  to  the  bogs. 
"That  means,"  observed  Mark  Darlington,  "that  someone  in 
that  generation  is  starting  to  learn  about  the  water."  [Field- 
notes.  Man  Hufford,  November  18,  1983] 

Cianbem'  bogs  and  cedar  swamps  are  intertwined,  in 
their  histories,  and  in  the  experience  of  those  who  work 
in  both.  Logging  operations,  however,  do  not  draw  the 
appreciative  audiences  that  cranberry  harvests  do.  Cervetto 
and  Brewer  spoke  of  their  critics,  who  protest  the  seemingly 
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wanton  destruction  of  trees.  Cedar  sawyers,  however,  view  the 
trees  as  living  organisms,  to  be  stewarded  within  the  larger 
unit  of  life  that  is  the  swamp.  Like  bogs,  swamps  can  be  coaxed 
toward  perfection  by  human  standards,  though  on  a  much 
larger  scale.  Swamps  have  to  be  weeded  with  chain  saws  to 
eliminate  the  maple  and  gum.  "That's  nature,  competition." 
said  Clifford  Frazee. 

We  want  the  cedar,  but  nature  wants  the  maple.  So  what 
I'm  trying  to  do  is  get  the  cedar  to  grow  there,  and  I'm 
cutting  all  the  maple  and  gum  out  because  if  1  left  it  the 
cedar  wouldn't  come  back,  because  there  would  be  too 
much  shade  for  the  cedar  to  grow.  [Interview,  Mai 
O'Connor  and  Man  Hufford.  October  7.  1983] 

Each  cedar  swamp  presents  a  variation  on  basic  cedar 
swamp  anatomy,  the  ideal  form  of  a  swamp  that  exists  most 
firmly  in  the  minds  of  cedar  sawyers.  As  Cervetto  says: 

Some  swamps  are  only  a  hundred  feet  wide,  some  six 
hundred  feet  wide.  Oswego  Swamp,  where  I  am.  is  a 
thousand  feet  wide.  It  starts  up  at  Coffin  Board  Hollow, 
in  the  Forked  River  Mountains.  Along  the  edge  of  even 
swamp  is  a  variety  of  species  of  plants — magnolia,  gum. 
maple,  huckleberry — a  hundred  of  them  before  it  gets 
into  the  wet  part.  There  are  hard-bottom  swamps  and 
dry-bottom  swamps.  Each  cedar  has  a  hassock  around  it. 
about  eight  to  twelve  inches  wide — it's  a  natural  entan- 
glement of  roots  around  the  cedar,  and  it's  where  you 


George  Brewer  of  Dennisville  winds  his  ua\  through  (.real  Cedar 
Swamp  with  his  bulldozer  and  sled.  He  passes  through  places 
uncharted  and  unseen  l>\  motorists,  such  as  Laurel  City,  Buzzard's 

Clump,  and  A  Horse  Hung  Himself.  Photograph  by  Joseph  (jzarnecki 


can  hang  sphagnum  moss  to  dry  when  you're  pulling  it 
in  the  swamp.  If  the  water  gets  above  the  hassock  it  kills 
the  cedar.  Of  course,  in  dry-bottom  swamps,  the  cedar 
grows  without  the  hassocks.  [Interview,  Man  Hufford. 
April  10.  1984] 

George  Brewer  works  in  Great  Cedar  Swamp  near  Heisler- 
ville.  It  takes  him  two  hours  to  get  from  a  major  road  back  to 
the  site  he  is  lumbering.  (It  takes  a  motorist  an  hour  to  travel 
from  Philadelphia  to  Adantic  City.)  He  drives  as  far  as  he  can 
in  a  large  truck  and  goes  the  rest  of  the  way  by  tractor  over  the 
crossway,  passing  through  places  with  names  like  Laurel  City, 
Buzzard's  Clump,  and  A  Horse  Hung  Himself.  The  felling 
operation  is  only  the  most  visible  part  of  a  management 
process  that  is  taking  generations  to  test  and  develop. 

Clifford  Frazee's  logging  operation  is  on  the  North  Branch 
of  the  Forked  River,  roughly  six  miles  northeast  of  Jack  Cer- 
vetto's  stand  on  the  North  Branch  of  the  Wading  River. 
Though  it  might  not  appear  so  to  the  casual  visitor,  the  place  is 
steeped  in  history.  For  Frazee  that  history  is  everywhere  in 
evidence — in  barely  discernible  remains  of  charcoal  pits, 
some  of  them  containing  "butts"  indented  with  hundred-year- 
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Clifford  Frazee  of  Forked  River  standing  on  the  firsi  layer  of  a 
corduro>  road  on  the  North  Branch  of  the  Forked  River.  Photo 
graph  h\  Joseph  ( zarntcki 


old  axe  kerfs,  and  in  other  structures  that  subside  into  the 
landscapes,  like  the  ubiquitous  crossways. 

Crossways,  also  known  as  causeways,  corduroy  roads,  or  pole 
roads,  are  roads  built  by  cedar  loggers  in  order  to  haul  tons  of 
cedar  over  mucky  swampland.  The  term  causeway  is  also 
applied  to  bridges,  many  of  which  were  built  in  connection 
with  the  woodland  industries.  Most  of  them  are  not  named  on 
maps,  though  woodsmen  know  their  names  and  whereabouts 
intimately.  Frankie's  Crossway,  the  oldest  in  the  area,  accor- 
ding to  Frazee,  was  built  around  the  end  of  the  eighteenth 
century,  about  the  time  when  nature  reporter  Peter  Kalm 
predicted  the  imminent  extinction  of  Adantic  white  cedar. 
One  of  the  more  recent,  Collins'  Crossway,  is  a  bridge  built  by 
Frazee  out  of  creosoted  lumber  capable  of  supporting  fifty 
tons.  It  is  so  named  because  "Collins  was  a  predominant 
name  for  woodspeople." 

The  construction  of  a  corduroy  road  is  a  time-consuming 
process,  executed  by  Cliff  Frazee  and  his  son  Steve  with  great 
craftsmanship,  as  fieldworker  Mai  O'Connor  observed: 

Roadwork  must  be  done  on  each  of  the  two  days  per 
week  spent  in  the  woods  in  order  to  get  the  truck  back  to 
where  the  logs  are,  and  to  take  advantage  of  the  low 
water  table  during  dry'  season.  First,  Steve  caned  out  the 
road  by  marking  the  borders  with  his  chain  saw.  Then 
Cliff  and  Steve  leveled  the  roadbed,  removing  all  stumps 
within  the  borders  by  running  the  chainsaw,  first  hori- 
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George  Brewer  of  Dennisville 
Photograph  by  Joseph  (Izamecki 


zontally  along  the  desired  level  (the  bottom  of  the 
stumps),  and  then  slicing  pieces  perpendicular  to  the 
initial  cut.  Roots  are  then  discarded  and  the  moss  and 
dirt  is  forced  into  the  mushy,  level  floor  that  remains. 
The  thinnest  cedar  logs  (less  than  four  inches  at  the 
butt),  together  with  maple  and  gum  logs  (swamp  hard- 
woods called  "junk  trees"  by  Frazee),  are  positioned  longi- 
tudinally along  the  road.  The  thinnest  logs  are  placed  in 
the  middle,  flanked  by  thicker  logs  where  the  wheels  of 
the  truck  will  need  the  most  support. 

The  next  step  on  the  road  is  to  bring  a  load  of  slabs 
from  the  mill  on  the  next  trip  to  the  woods  and  place 
them  in  between  the  logs  to  level  that  section  of  the 
road.  Then  limbs  that  had  been  trimmed  from  cedar 
trees  are  placed  on  the  top.  Two  sets  of  limbs  meet  in  the 
center,  mirroring  each  other,  crotch  ends  out,  brush 
ends  in.  Again,  everything  is  used.  [Fieldnotes,  Mai 
O'Connor,  October  14,  1983] 

Everything  is  not  only  used  but  used  to  its  maximum  capac- 
ity. Frazee  pointed  out  that  by  placing  slash  on  the  road  to 
improve  its  passability  he  also  improves  the  growing  condi- 
tions for  the  miniscule  saplings  struggling  to  come  up 
beneath  the  brush.  The  road  itself  becomes  a  strategy  for 
managing  cedar. 

The  old-timers  did  it  that  way.  We  put  the  brush  on  the 
crosswav,  and  that  holds  the  slabs  in  position.  We  leave 
the  slabs  right  there  and  the  cedar  won't  reseed  in  the 
road,  and  the  trees'll  grow  up  on  both  sides  and  meet 
at  the  top.  I  can  show  you  a  couple  of  places  where  it  was 
cut  off  like  that  a  hundred  years  ago.  It's  rotted  out,  but 
the  trees  don't  grow  up  in  it.  The  advantage  is  that  it 
gives  a  tree  five  extra  feet  for  growth.  You  should  thin 
out  cedar,  but  if  you  thin  it  too  much  the  wind'll  blow  it 
over.  We  fall  'em  all  toward  the  crosswav,  and  most  of 
"em  fall  right  on  it.  You  have  to  notch  'em  just  right  to 


have  'em  fall.  [Interview,  Man  Hufford,  September  23, 

1983] 

George  Brewer  noted  that  the  older  roads  were  built  by 
men  who  were  paid  two  cents  a  rod.  They  had  to  be  very 
tightly  constructed  to  accommodate  horses  and  oxen.  "That 
was  an  an  in  itself,  building  a  crosswav,"  he  said.  The  first  logs 
to  be  put  into  the  muck  were  called  "dead  men." 

Atlantic  white  cedar,  one  of  the  most  valuable  timbers  on 
the  East  Coast,  takes  from  eight)  to  one  hundred  years  to 
mature.  It  could  grow  faster  if  it  were  not  so  crowded.  One 
hastens  the  harvest  at  the  expense  of  the  product,  however. 
Cedars,  which  compete  with  one  another  for  sunlight,  also 
support  each  other  against  windthrow.  "Clear"  cedar,  free 
from  knots,  is  the  product  of  many  years  of  crowding  that 
subdues  and  naturally  eliminates  most  of  the  branches 
beneath  a  canopy  that  towers  sixty  feet  overhead. 

Given  the  years  it  takes  cedar  to  mature,  experiments  with 
cedar  and  evaluations  of  those  experiments  are  spread  out 
over  several  generations.  The  chances  of  one  man  raising 
and  harvesting  the  same  stand  of  trees  are  slim.  Despite  the 
lengthv  time  frame,  cedar  sawvers  chronicle  human  influen- 
ces on  the  upcoming  crops.  George  Brewer  told  Jens  Lund  of 
his  father's  experiments  with  thinningcedar.  In  the  late  1940s 
he  decided  to  eliminate  the  weaker  pole-sized  cedar  in  a  stand 
of  sixty-year-old  trees.  The  method  worked  until  a  fierce 
snowstorm  blew  the  standing  trees  to  the  ground.  Eventually 
they  righted  themselves,  creating  what  is  known  as  "boxy" 
timber — dense  wood  that  closes  up  on  the  saw.  Several 
decades  later,  when  the  stand  was  cut.  all  the  trees  had  a  streak 
of  how  wood.  "Shook"  timber  results  when  scattered  trees  are 
twisted  by  the  wind  to  the  point  that  they  crack. 

Brewer  speculates  that  certain  kinds  of  fire  produce  good 
cedar.  He  logged  a  stand  of  cedar  that  grew  in  Burnt 
Causeway  after  a  fire  swept  through  in  1887.  "There's  a 
beautiful  piece  of  cedar  coming  up  where  they  had  that  fire  in 
1944,"  he  observed.  Under  certain  conditions,  fire  eliminates 
competition  between  cedar  trees  and  junk  wood.  But  the  turf 
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containing  the  cedar  seedlings  must  be  wet  enough  to  protect 
them  from  burning.  Cedar  sawyers  monitor  young  cedar 

from  its  most  miniscule  state,  h  comes  up.  George  Brewer 
said,  like  hair  on  a  dog's  back. 

"See  that  young  cedar  in  there?"  said  Jack  Cervetto  to  Nora 
Rubinstein.  "Beautiful  crop  of  young  cedar!  This  was  cut  off 
about  fort)  years  ago — 1  cut  this  off.  Look  at  the  nice  young 
crop  come  in.  Beautiful." 

For  Cliff  Frazee  the  crucial  agent  in  the  regeneration  of" 
cedar  is  water.  He  compares  cedar,  with  its  acute  sensitivity  to 
environmental  changes,  to  ovsters.  Conditions  have  to  he 
right  or  the  swamp  will  come  hack  in  maple  or  gum.  He  is 
continually  working  on  new  solutions  to  old  problems  of 
cedar  management.  One  solution  he  espouses  involves  plug- 
ging up  the  stream  in  the  harvested  area  with  brush  so  that 
the  water  will  flow  throughout  the  flood  plain  to  the  rest  of  the 
cedar.  Hi>.  theory  is  that  the  water  should  be  halfway  up  on 
the  cut  stumps  (which  are  about  three  inches)  to  allow  for 
receding.  Balance  is  critical — whole  stands  of  cedar  have 
been  drowned  by  beaver  dams,  and  cedar  that  grows  in  too 
much  water  is  too  hard.  The  old-timers  called  such  wood 
"'brazil.'"  and  Frazee  sa)  v  "You  could  get  killed  trying  to  saw  it." 

(  edar  does  not  rot  out  in  swamp  water.  In  the  early  part  of 
the  nineteenth  century,  mining  cedar  logs  was  a  lucrative 
activity  centering  around  Dennisville.  Logs  that  were  esti- 
mated to  he  more  than  a  thousand  years  old  were  dredged  up 
in  perieci  condition  where  thev  had  fallen  and  been  covered 
over  with  muck  and  peat.  How  entire  swamps  came  to  he 
buried  is  something  to  marvel  over.  Cervetto  attributes  the 
phenomenon  to  hurricanes.  Brewer  wondered  whether  a 
comet  could  have  punched  a  whole  swamp  into  the  ground. 
Trees  that  had  fallen  over  with  their  roots  attached  were 
called  windfalls.  Trees  that  had  broken  off  were  known  as 
breakdowns.  Wilson  reports  that  breakdowns  were  more  easily 
mined,  and  a  log  digger  would  first  secure  a  chip  from  any  log 
he  discovered,  determining  bv  the  smell  of  the  chip  whether 
the  tree  was  a  windfall  or  a  breakdown." 


People  use  .ill  their  senses  in  making  sense  of  the  woods. 
Jim  Stasz,  a  naturalist  and  avid  bird-watcher  who  spent  much 
of  his  boyhood  in  the  Pine  Barrens,  says  you  can  close  your 
eyes  and,  just  by  smelling  the  plants,  predict  what  birds  are  in 
the  vicinity.  Conversely,  you  can  tell  by  the  bird  songs  what 
plants  are  there.  Sphagnum  smells  like  iodine,  according  to 
Cervetto,  and  mosquitoes  can't  stand  it.  Therefore  there  are 
few  mosquitoes  in  the  swamp.  Brown  creepers  are  found 
where  there  is  cedar,  seeming  to  prefer  the  flaking  bark 
[Interview,  Eugene  Hunn  with  Jim  Stasz,  December  19,  1983] 
That  bark  is  also  favored  by  pole  beans.  "I  have  in  my  garden 
almost  five  hundred  poles  of  pole  lima  beans,"  said  George 
Heinrichs  to  Elaine  Thatcher. 

Those  are  cedar  poles.  You  could  use  the  regular  two-by- 
two's  from  the  lumber  yard,  but  the  cedar  has  a  rough 
bark  that  makes  it  very  easy  for  the  beans  to  climb  on. 
Yeah,  like  Jack  and  the  Beanstalk,  if  you  had  one  twenty 
feet  in  the  air,  he'd  go  clear  to  the  top  of  it.  [Interview, 
Elaine  Thatcher,  October  1,  1983] 

The  acoustics  in  a  cedar  swamp  have  enhanced  the  music 
of  many  a  fox  chase  in  the  region.  According  tojack  Cervetto, 
cedar  produces  its  own  music:  sixty-foot  trees  loosely  mired 
often  rub  against  one  another  in  the  wind,  sounding  like  a 
musical  instrument: 

In  freezing  weather  when  the  wind  blows  and  the  dead 
trees  lean  over  against  the  green  ones,  it's  just  like  an 
accordion.  And  even  one  sounds  different.  [Interview, 
Mary  Hufford.  April  4,  1984] 

Like  water  from  the  aquifer,  cedar  emerges  everywhere.  It 
is  one  of  the  most  celebrated  timbers  for  boatbuilding.  Cedar 
sawyers  know  the  needs  of  their  customers  and  walk  through 
swamps  identifying  clam  stakes,  setting  poles,  fence  posts,  and 
trees  destined  for  boats.  "The  long  ones  there  with  a  green 
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Joe  Reid  of  Waretown  in  the  shop  behind  his  house  where  he 
builds  Jersey  garvevs.  Photograph  by  Joseph  C.zarnecki 


top   onto   it."   said  Jack  Cervetto.    again    addressing  what 
appeared  to  be  a  stand  of  trees. 

they're  clam  stakes.  When  the  state  rents  out  an  area  in 
the  bay  to  store  their  clams,  then  they  bin  those  clam 
stakes  and  mark  out  their  clam  grounds.  And  this  stuff 
here  is  snow-fence  posts  for  municipalities  like  Brant 
Beach  and  Surf  City.  Thev  put  these  posts  down  and  a 
snow  fence  around  it  to  keep  the  sand  from  blowing 
away.  There's  bean  poles,  and  a  lot  of  this  short  stuff  is 
used  for  fencing  and  dog  pens  and  things  like  that. 
[Interview.  Nora  Rubinstein.  October  28.  1983] 

Slabs  are  returned  to  the  cordurov  road,  and  scraps  are 
saved  for  decov  carvers.  The  saw)  er's  knowledge  of  wood 
plavs  an  important  pan  in  the  production  of  cultural  artifacts. 
Ham  Shourds.  a  well-known  decov  carver  from  Seaville. 
obtains  his  cedar  from  George  Brewer.  "Brewer  really  knows 
his  wood."  said  Shourds.  "He  knows  what's  good  for  caning, 
for  boats,  and  for  shingles." 

In  its  transformed  state,  the  wood  follows  the  watershed 
into  the  bay.  Sometimes,  unfortunately,  the  flow  is  reversed. 
Salt  intrusion  is  bad  for  living  cedar,  and  George  Brewer 
notes  the  presence  of  brackish-water  cattails  in  a  swamp  with 
alarm.  Mutatis  mutandis,  however,  cedar  is  superior  to  any 
other  wood  for  use  in  salt  water. 

George  Brewer  provides  the  planking  for  repairing  ovs- 
ter  boats  on  Delaware  Bay,  and  Clifford  Frazee's 
lumber  ends  up  on  Barnegat  Bay,  via  the  workshops  of 
boatbuilders  Joe  Reid  and  Sam  Hunt.  Reid  is  acknowledged 
locallv  as  a  master  builder  ofjerse)  garvevs.  and  Sam  Hunt 
produces  the  Barnegat  Ba\  sneakbox — both  indigenous  boat 
types  that  evolved  along  with  the  landscapes  of  the  region. 

Garvevs.  blunt-ended  boats  used  b\  clammers  and  oyster- 
men,  are  not  beautiful.  One  of  Reid's  customers  told  Tom 
Carroll,  "A  garvey's  just  about  the  ugliest  thing  in  the  world, 
but  it  makes  a  dynamite  work  boat.  It's  a  Oat-bottom  boat.  It's 
actually  a  working  platform."  [Interview,  Tom  Carroll, 
Octobers.  1983] 

Joe  Reid.  who  for  man)  years  worked  the  bay  clamming 
and  fishing,  now  builds  and  repairs  boats  in  his  workshop 
behind  his  house  in  Waretown.  assisted  by  his  sonjames.  Like 
the  management  of  cedar  in  swamps,  the  transformation  of 
cedar  into  salt-water  \  essels  is  underwritten  by  generations  of 
trial  and  error  and  critical  observation,  some  of  it  occurring  in 
the  context  of  the  family  enterprise. 


"It's  a  beautiful  wood,  cedar."  said  Joe  Reid  to  Tom  Carroll, 

"the  best  wood  that  grows,  for  boats."  Reid  has  experimented 
with  various  kinds  of  wood  and  spoke  of  the  merits  and 
shortcomings  of  each.  Oak  is  too  heaw  and  prone  to  rot. 
White  oak  can  be  used  for  sprung  timbers  in  a  round- 
bottomed  boat,  such  as  the  sneakbox.  For  cut  timbers.  Doug- 
las fir  is  best,  because  it  holds  a  nail  better  than  cedar.  Pine 
soaks  up  a  lot  of  water  and  would  weigh  twice  as  much  as  a 
cedar  boat. 

Some  of  the  old  boats  were  built  out  of  pine  around 
here,  and  when  vou'd  pull  them  up  on  the  bank,  their 
seams  would  open  up  three-eighths  of  an  inch — the 
wood  would  shrink,  then  the  seams  would  go  back 
together  again  when  you  put  it  in  the  water,  but  some- 
times thev'd  get  gravel  in  them,  and  you  couldn't  get  it  to 
go  tight  again.  [Interview,  Tom  Carroll.  November  16. 
1983] 

Spruce?  Thev  use  that  for  boats  farther  north,  but  it  doesn't 
hold  up  well  in  warm  water  and  won't  hold  a  nail  the  way 
cedar  will.  Southern  cedar,  that  is.  Atlantic  white  cedar  that 
grows  in  a  southern  state  like  North  Carolina,  makes  big 
boards  and  is  tough.  However,  it  is  no  good  on  the  bottom  of  a 
boat.  It  is  short-grained  and  breaks  off — perhaps,  the  savn  ers 
speculate,  because  the  winters  are  not  as  harsh  down  south. 
At  any  rate.  Jersev  cedar  is  the  best  wood  forJerse\  waters. 

Our  cedar  has  a  long  grain,  and  you  can  steam  it.  Every 
night  we'd  steam  a  board  up  in  the  bow.  clamp  it.  and 
leave  it  overnight,  next  morning  it'd  be  shaped.  If  we  did 
that  with  Southern  cedar,  next  dav  it'd  be  broke  right  in 
two.  We  didn't  know  that  until  we  started  using  it.  Fiber- 
glass doesn't  handle  itself  in  water  the  way  that  cedar 
does — cedar  takes  in  just  the  right  amount  of  water. 
When  it's  first  put  there,  it  tends  to  sit  right  on  top  of  the 
water.  In  a  couple  of  weeks  it  soaks  up  the  right  amount 
of  water  and  settles  down.  Then  it  handles  reallv  well. 
You  cant  beat  cedar  for  a  boat.  [Interview.  Tom  Carroll. 
November  16.  1983] 

Like  bog-building  and  cedar  management,  garvev  con- 
struction is  not  strictlv  prescribed.  "Even  boat  is  different." 
saidjames  Reid.  Joe's  son  and  apprentice.  "My  father  hasn't 
built  two  boats  exactlv  alike."  There  are  certain  strictures, 
however,  for  the  boat  must  be  able  to  navigate  in  less  than 
three  feet  of  water.  "You  can't  beat  a  garvey  for  the  bay,"  said 
James. 


Folkhfe  Annual  1985 


\ 


» 


m 


. 


Charles  DeStefano  of  Pleasantville  loads  clams  with  a  shinnecock 
rake  into  his  Jersey  garvey.  Photograph  by  Joseph  Czarnecki 


Of  course,  there  were  a  few  different  places  where  any 
boat  could  get  through,  and  everybody  local  knew  it.  Of 
course,  if  they  had  garveys  they  could  just  go  wherever 
they  felt  like,  and  if  people  would  try  to  follow  'em  they'd 
run  aground  Thai  was  before  the  State  stalled  dredging 
and  maintaining  channels  too  much."  [Interview,  Tom 
Carroll,  October  8,  1983] 

The  ba\  bottom  has  changed  in  other  respects  during  Joe 
Reid's  lifetime.  There  were  numerous  channels,  most  of  them 
small  and  unmarked  but  all  of  them  named.  There  was 
Horsefoot  Slough,  near  Sedge  Island,  and  Buck's  Slough, 
named  for  Old  Man  Buck  Ridgwav,  Fishing  Slough,  Cooper 
Slough,  and  Sammy's  Slough.  Sammy's  Slough  was  named  for 
Sammy  Birdsall,  and  a  bayman  knew  he  was  on  it  in  the  flats 
(a  portion  of  the  bay  two  feet  deep)  when  from  his  view 
Sanum  Birdsall's  house  on  the  shore  was  aligned  with  the  tree 
behind  it.  Reid  remembers  three  islands  in  the  Bay  that  were 
washed  away,  though  he  used  to  have  to  watch  out  for  them  in 
his  boat. 


There  are  three  methods  of  clamming:  treading,  raking, 
and  tonging.  One  treads  for  clams  by  feeling  for  them  with 
one's  toes  in  shallow  water.  Good  treaderscan  manipulate  the 
clam  by  foot  up  the  opposite  leg,  bringing  it  within  arm's 
reach.  Teeth  take  the  place  of  toes  on  scratch  rakes,  known 
locally  as  shinnecocks.  Tongs,  also  toothed,  are  plied  from  the 
side  of  a  garvey.  Features  on  individual  garveys  are  related  to 
the  preferred  work  techniques  of  their  owners.  Pleasure  boat 
builders  can  indulge  in  more  flare,  since  no  one  needs  to  lean 
against  the  side  when  working  out  of  them.  Work  boats  have 
wider  decks  for  holding  more  clams.  If  a  clammer  uses  a 
shinnecock,  he  might  have  a  small  cabin  on  his  garvey,  since 
raking  is  done  off  the  back.  Joe  Reid,  who  always  tonged,  had 
no  room  for  a  cabin,  because  he  manipulated  the  long  han- 
dles around  the  boat  from  one  side  to  another.  [Interview, 
Tom  Canoll,  October  8.  1983] 

Rakes  and  tongs  were  developed  for  clamming  in  different 
bottoms.  Rakes  can  only  be  used  where  clams  are  close  to  the 
surface.  A  clammer  can  distinguish  a  clam  from  a  rock  by  the 
feel  transmitted  through  the  handles.  Tongs  comprise  han- 
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Duck  hunting  on  the  Forked  River  from  a  Barnegal  Bay  sneak- 
box,  about  1940.  Photograph  by  Harry  Dorer.  Courtesy  of  the  Newark 
Public  Library  and  the  New  Jersey  Stair  Museum 


Sam  Hunt,  sneakbox  builder,  W&retown,  New  Jersey.  Photograph  by 
Art  (.ruber.  Folk-Artists-in-the-Schools  Program,  Newjersey  State  (louncil 
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dies,  known  locally  as  stales,  and  heads.  Louis  Peterson,  a 
Delaware  Bav  ovsterman,  keeps  three  kinds  of  heads  on 
hand:  wooden  heads,  barrel  heads,  and  keyport  heads.  On 
keyport  heads  the  stales  go  all  the  way  to  the  teeth;  on  barrel 
heads  the  stales  go  only  to  the  beginning  of  the  basket. 
Wooden  heads  are  made  of  seasoned  oak,  with  teeth  of 
sawed-off  steel  pounded  through.  Wooden  heads  are  best  for 
soft  bottom.  "You  can  catch  oysters  with  wooden  heads  when 
you  can't  catch  anything  but  mud  with  the  other  ones,"  said 
Lou  Peterson  to  Jens  Lund.  He  uses  his  barrel  heads  for 
shallow,  hard-bottom  tonging.  The  critical  factor  is  the  setting 
of  the  teeth.  Hard  bottom  requires  more  of  an  angle.  Heads 
are  set  to  catch  on  the  top  for  oysters.  For  clams,  the  teeth  are 
shorter,  closer  together,  and  set  to  dig  deeper  into  the  mud. 
[Interview,  Jens  Lund,  October  22,  1983] 

The  mud  on  the  bottom  of  the  Maurice  River  is  so  loose 
that  seed  oysters  there  can  only  be  caught  with  wooden 
heads.  "You  have  to  feel  your  tongs,  and  hold  up  on  them. 


and  you  can  pretty  near  feel  the  oysters  goin'  in,"  said  Peter- 
son. He  learned  to  be  a  bayman  from  his  father  and  grand- 
father. His  grandparents,  he  recalled,  sometimes  lived  on 
their  oyster  boat — one  of  the  "mosquito  fleet"  that  used  to 
come  out  of  Dividing  Creek  and  tong  the  high  beds  between 
Egg  Island  and  the  mouth  of  the  Maurice  River.  Some  of 
Peterson's  growing-up  happened  on  their  boat. 

I'd  be  back  in  the  wheel  house  with  Grandpop  and  he'd 
be  tellin'  me  tales.  Actually,  he  was  teachin'  me.  He 
couldn't  read  nor  write,  but  he  could  count  and  he  knew 
what  he  was  doin',  and  he  had  poems  that  was  his  way  of 
rememberin'  your  nautical  terms  for  if  your  boat  was 
dead  ahead  or  goin'  away  from  you  or  whatever  it  would 
be. ...  I  can't  really  remember  them,  but  it  would  be 
combinations  of  lights,  such  as,  "If  a  red  and  green  and 
white  you  see,  then  on  your  left  he'll  be."  [Interview,  Jens 
Lund.  October  22,  1983] 


i  -c 


i  don't  think  thai  you  consciously  know  anything,"  he 

reflected  later.  "I  think  living  around  this  area  and  growin'  up 
around  it.  your  senses  become  used  to  it  ...  you  take  my 
father-in-law— he  moved  down  here  in  1950.  and  he  couldn't 
iiet  over  the  fact  that  every  native  down  here,  when  the  wind 
changed,  noticed  it."  [Interview.  Jens  Lund] 

Between  the  woodlands  and  bays  are  the  meadows,  home 
territory  for  one  of  the  most  elegant  duck-hunting  skiffs  in  the 
country.  The  Barnegat  Bav  sneakbox,  also  built  of  Atlantic 
white  cedar,  is  an  ingenious  example  of  a  form  born  of  and 
intended  for  use  in  a  particular  environment,  in  this  case  the 
brackish  estuaries  of  South  Jersey. 

The  craft  came  of  age  in  1836.  in  the  workshop  of  Hazelton 
Seaman.  Seaman  was.  according  to  Nathaniel  Bishop, 

a  boatbuilder  and  expert  shooter  of  wild-fowl  [who]  con- 
ceived the  idea  of  constructing  for  his  own  use  a  low- 
decked  boat  or  gunning  punt,  in  which  when  its  deck 
was  covered  with  sedge,  he  could  secrete  himself  from 
the  wild-fowl  while  gunning  on  Barnegat  and  Litde  Egg 

Harbor  Bays While  secreted  in  his  boat . . .  hidden  bv 

a  covering  of  grass  or  sedge,  the  gunner  could  approach 
within  shooting  distance  of  a  flock  of  unsuspecting 
ducks:  and  this  being  done  in  a  sneaking  manner,  the 
bavmen  gave  her  the  sobriquet  of  sneakbox.9 

The  craft  is  small — twelve  feet  long  by  four  feet  amidships. 
It    generally    accommodates    one    man,    or,    as    Heinrichs 


pointed  out,  a  man  and  his  boy.  It  is  light  enough  that  one 
man  may  pull  it  over  land  between  channels.  It  is  equipped 
with  a  mast-hole,  centerboard  well,  and  detachable  rudder  for 
sailing;  oarlocks  that  fold  down  and  a  removable  decoy  rack 
to  promote  absence  of  profile;  runners  for  traveling  on  ice; 
and  accessory  ice  hooks  for  breaking  up  porridge  (slushy) 
and  pane  (hard)  ice.  Its  spoon-shaped  hull  enables  it  to  glide 
through  areas  marked  as  land  on  coastal  maps,  and  its  draft  is 
shallow  enough,  as  the  saying  goes,  "to  follow  a  mule  as  it 
sweats  up  a  dusty  road."  Its  sloping  transom  allows  a  hunter  to 
row  backwards  in  channels  that  are  too  narrow  to  turn 
around  in.  It  is  linked  in  tradition  with  the  Barnegat  Bay  duck 
stool — a  decoy  renowned  for  its  dugout  body;  the  bodies  are 
caned  hollow  to  lighten  the  burden  on  the  tiny  sneakbox. 

In  the  sneakbox  the  shapes  of  men  and  meadows  are 
fused.  The  planked-over  deck,  which  keeps  the  gunners'  legs 
warm,  was  often  custom-made.  "They  used  to  build  a  sneak- 
box special  for  a  man,"  Sam  Hunt  once  said.  "He  used  to  lay 
down  on  the  ground  and  they'd  draw  a  circle  around  him  and 
build  a  hatch  so  his  belly  could  stick  out."10 

Plywood  cannot  be  used  in  sneakboxes,  because  it  will  not 
accept  the  requisite  compound  curves  the  way  cedar  will. 
Each  plank  is  curved  in  two  different  directions,  and  no  two 
planks  are  curved  in  exactly  the  same  places.  Gus  Heinrichs, 
George's  father,  made  a  separate  pattern  for  each  plank, 
which  he  numbered.  When  his  father  was  dying,  George 
vowed  he  would  never  let  the  patterns  out  of  the  family.  "I 
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Ham  Minuuk.  ><i  Seaville,  merging  with  .1  bank  ncai  Beesley's 
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s.ilt  li.iv  .mil  phragmites,  Ich  .ill\  « .ill<«l  foxtails,  the  It  14.11  y  of  a 
hurricane  iM.it  destroyed  ilw  natural  hanks  in  ihe  marshes  and 
altered  the  vegetation    Ucording  to  George  <  umphell,  foxtails 
grow  in  diseased  marshes  thai  ultimate!)  en»  umbei  the  sail  ha) 
meadows  Photograph  63  fastph  t  larnrcki 


made  a  promise  10  iro  father  thai  it  I  didn't  build  boats  and  my 
brother  didn't,  that  I'd  nu  up  tin-  patterns  and  destroy  them, 
because  it's  his  pattern  and  no  one  has  evei  copied  it.  rhe 
Heinrichs  sneakbox  will  die  it  I  don't  continue."  [Interview, 
Man  Hufford  September,  1979) 

Like  cranbeiT)  bogs,  sneakboxes  belong  to  branches  of 
families.  "I'm  a  third  generation  sneakbox  builder,"  said 
Geoi  ge  Heinrichs  to  Elaine  ["hatcher.  "I'm-  been  in  the  boat 
business  all  ni\  lite — it's  in  the  blood  M)  father  and  all  of  his 
famih  were  boatbuilders.  We're  just  complete!)  .1  boat  family. 
That's  the  wax  we  was  born  and  raised."  [Interview,  Elaine 
Thatcher,  October  1.  198:?] 

The  meadows  that  shaped  the  Barnegat  sneakbox  an' 
themselves  shaped  in  connection  with  another  tradi- 
tional land-use  pattern:  salt-ha\  tanning.  Like  cran- 
berry bogs.  salt-ha\  fields  are  banked  and  ditched  for  irriga- 
tion  and  drainage.  The)  have  treacherous  and  unpredictable 
bottoms,  and  levelness  is  an  ideal  seldom  realized  for  long. 
Each  spring.  Joe  Reid  recalled,  smoke  could  be  seen  over 
meadows  from  Forked  River  to  New  Gretna  when  salt-hay 
farmers  burned  their  fields  off.  The  fires  allowed  air  to  circu- 
late through  the  root  s\  stems  and  provided  some  insurance 
against  rotten  marsh  by  strengthening  the  surface  mat.  The 
mat  comprises  a  network  of  decomposed  plant  fibers  and 
roots  strong  enough  to  support  horses  and  heaw  machinen 
when  the  ha\  was  cut  in  the  fall.  If  firm  enough,  the  entire 
marsh  mav  undulate,  but  a  man  will  not  fall  through.  "A  lot  of 
marsh."  said  salt-hav  farmer  George  Campbell. 

you'll  go  over  it.  and  it  will  wave,  but  then  there's  some 
marsh  you  don't  wave,  vou  just  go  'poonk!'  and  that's 
what  we  call  rotten  marsh.  It's  interesting.  You're  a 
hundred  vards  off  and  vou  feel  the  meadow  vibrating. 
[Inteniew.Jens  Lund  November  7.  1983] 

In  the  nineteenth  century  the  hay  was  cut  with  horses, 
sothes.  and  pitchforks.  The  horses  wore  special  wide  shoes — 
some  of  them  with  leather  uppers  and  giant  buckles — to  keep 
them  on  the  surface.  Boats  known  as  hav  scows  w  ere  used  to 
transport  horses  and  hay.  Now  that  work  is  done  with  tractor- 
drawn  windrowers  with  balloon  tires. 

Salt  hav  is  much  finer  than  what  George  Campbell  calls 
fresh  hav.  It  still  grows  along  Barnegat  Bay.  though  it  is  not 
han  ested  "Upjersey.  goin"  up  the  Parkwav .  one  place  I  cross 
there's  a  beautiful  salt  marsh,  and  I'd  love  to  get  a  blade  into  it 
"cause  it  has  beautiful  salt  hav." 

There  are  four  kinds  of  salt  hay:  rosemary,  yellow,  sedge, 
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and  black.  Each  one  flourishes  at  different  elevations  that 
v  an,  only  by  inches.  The  meadows  are  fertilized  once  a  month 
at  spring  tide  when  the  ocean  washes  over  the  banks  and 
spreads  throughout  the  meadows.  Salt  hay  is  used  for  mulch 
around  flowers,  as  packing  material  for  bricks  and  ceramics, 
as  insulation  for  concrete,  as  animal  feed,  and  in  caskets. 
"When  you're  laid  out."  predicted  Lou  Peterson,  "it'll  be  on  a 
bed  of  salt  hay." 

George  Campbell's  father  hanested  salt  hav  in  Dividing 
Creek,  as  did  his  grandfather.  The  meadows  bear  names  like 
the  Cabin  Marsh  (where  his  father  built  a  cabin).  Hand 
Meadow.  Turkey  Point,  and  Owl's  Nest.  Winter  is  a  good  dme 
for  harvesting  salt  hay  in  particularly  wet  areas,  because  the 
frozen  bottom  can  then  support  heavy  machinery.  Freezing 
in  the  marshes  produces  what  George  Heinrichs  calls  "cut- 
outs"— clams  that  are  forced  upward  out  of  the  muck.  Thev 
can  be  picked  up  soon  after  the  thaw.  Heinrichs  used  to  fill  a 
sneakbox  with  cut-outs. 
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"You  have  to  know  the  meadow  bottom,"  Campbell  told 
Lund.  "When  you've  worked  in  it  as  long  as  I  have  you  just 
learn  it,  and  you  know  your  meadow  and  you  know  places  that 
you  don't  go."  Once  when  he  had  to  travel  he  left  his  sons  in 
charge  of  haying  down  in  Cabin  Marsh. 

They  seen  a  big  piece  of  marsh  that  I  hadn't  cut  and 
they  said,  "I  wonder  why  dad  hadn't  cut  this."  Well,  I  got 
a  phone  call.  They  had  all  three  of  my  tractors  down. 
Thev  shouldn't've  been  out  there,  and  they  didn't  realize 
that  piece  was  that  soft  until  they  got  out  and  got  into  it. 
The  Mosquito  Commission  come  down  with  one  of  their 
rigs  with  a  big  winch  on  it  and  winched  them  out.  [Inter- 
view, Jens  Lund,  November  7,  1983] 

Maintaining  the  banks  is  half  the  battle.  These  days  salt- 
hay  fanners  struggle  for  survival  on  two  fronts.  One  batde  is 
with  the  ocean.  Owl's  Nest  and  Turkey  Point  were  reclaimed 
by  the  ocean.  "The  tides  break  the  banks  and  the  tides  just 
keep  comin'  in  and  it  changes  the  whole  vegetation  structure 
and  you  lose  all  your  salt  hay.  It  aims  into  unmarketable  stuff 
and  gets  so  soft  and  wet  that  vou  can't  get  out  there  with 
machinery." 

The  other  battle  is  against  sterilization  of  the  marshes  by 
pesticides,  notably  DDT  used  against  mosquitoes. 

It  infuriated  me  a  few  years  ago.  They  was  savin'  I  was 
raisin'  all  the  mosquitoes  in  the  salt  meadows,  and  I  said, 
"Well,  you  come  in  and  you  wiped  out  all  the  natural 


enemies  of  the  mosquito  and  then  you  claim  I'm  raisin' 
em,"  because  they  wiped  out  the  fiddler  crabs.  The 
whole  meadows  was  sterile.  The  fiddler  crabs  was  gone, 
the  mussels  was  gone,  the  fish  in  the  ditches  was  gone, 
the  crabs  in  the  ditches  was  gone. ...  I  was  pleasandy  sur- 
prised how  quick  the  meadows  has  come  back  since  they 
quit  using  it.  The  fiddler  crabs  is  back  strong  now.  The 
meadows  just  came  back  to  life  again.  The  dragonflies  is 
back  and  it's  good  to  see  'em.  [Interview,  Jens  Lund, 
November  7,  1983] 

The  meadows  have  regenerated  on  that  front,  but,  as 
Campbell  says,  the  same  Mother  Nature  that  bounced  back  is 
eventually  going  to  prevail  against  him: 

Salt  haying  has  always  been  a  hard,  dim  job,  and  a  lot  of 
people  don't  care  to  do  it  and  a  few  of  us  is  crazy  and  we 

love  it and  you  do  develop  a  love  for  it  —  I'm  not 

ashamed  to  admit  it.  Last  year  I  was  down  on  my  bay 
shore  down  here,  my  bank  had  broke,  you  know.  I  stood 
there  and  cried  'cause  I  seen  a  way  of  life  leavin'.  you 
know,  that  I'd  loved,  and  you  can  only  fight  Mother 
Nature  for  so  long  and  she's  gonna  win.  I  know  she's 
gonna  win.  [Interview,  Jens  Lund,  November  7,  1983] 

The  meadows  could  be  seen  as  a  kind  of  buffer  zone 
between  the  woodlands  and  bay.  For  men  who  later  in  their 
lives  worked  in  the  bay  or  woodlands,  it  provided  a  training 
ground  in  adolescence.  Clifford  Frazee  trapped  muskrats 
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there  as  a  teenager,  as  adolescent  bo)  s  still  do.  1  he  meadows 
he  trapped  are  now  laid  out  in  tract  housing.  1  le  skinned  the 
muskrats  (local!)  called  "marsh  rabbits")  b)  nailing  theii  tails 
to  the  su-ps  behind  the  house.  1  le  was  seven  when  he  started 
to  trap,  ami  as  he  grew  taller  the  nail  holes  ascended  the  steps. 
1  he\  arc  still  there. 

When  Lou  Peterson  was  seven  he  worked  For  salt-ha) 
(aimers,  running  baling  w  ire  for  two  dollars  a  day.  It  is  one  of 
the  opportunities  he  had  that  equipped  him  for  living  in  the 
area.  He  remembers  digging  up  an  old  abandoned  boat  from 
the  meadow,  and,  with  a  friend  bailing  he  poled  it  along. 
1  he\  hauled  seine  for  money  that  way.  today  it  would  lie 
illegal,  he  said,  echoing  a  concern  expressed  b\  cranberry 
growers:  "What  they've  done  is  they've  just  destroyed  the 
youth  just  bv  passing  laws,  as  far  as  I'm  concerned." 

Joe  Reid  gin  some  of  his  first  practice  as  a  boatbuilder 
working  on  a  sneakbox  he  retrieved  from  the  meadows  —  an 
interesting  aicheological  resource  "My  father  knew  it  wasn't 
an)  good,  hut  he  let  me  work  on  it  anyway.  I  never  did  get  it 
atloat.  but  it  was  good  practice  for  me."  In  the  subterranean 
muck  the  larger  cycles  enveloping  the  culture  are  concealed 
and  revealed  There  are  oyster  shells  360  feet  below  the 
surface  of  Campbell's  meadows.  "A  thousand  years  ago,"  he 
said,  "this  was  all  underwater.  There's  a  larger  cycle  going  on, 
and  our  lifetimes  don't  mean  that  much  to  it."  Beneath 
another  meadow,  over  bv  Port  Xorris,  he  discovered  the 
remains  of  a  cedar  swamp.  Along  the  Delaware  Bay  the 
meadow  banks  are  shored  up  by  abandoned  oyster  schoon- 
ers, a  temporary  safeguard  against  habitats  that  ebb  and  flow. 


Those  who  act  upon  the  region  reflect  upon  it  as  well, 
and  it  reflects  back  something  of  them.  They  may 
experience  its  variety  in  a  way  that  is  denied  to  visitors 
who  come  in  search  of  wilderness  alone.  A  \isitor,  contem- 
plating a  pristine  swamp  in  the  middle  of  a  state  park,  does  not 
have  at  his  fingertips  the  concordance  that  accumulates 
among  residents  who  have  traded  observations  season  after 
season,  year  after  vear.  However  he  may  read  the  swamp 
through  his  own  experiences,  his  understanding  is  unlikely  to 
embrace  the  connections  with  Joe  Reid's  garveys  or  George 
Campbell's  salt-hay  meadows  or  the  cranberries  harvested 
with  its  water  or  the  gifts  placed  at  Christmas  under  cedar 
Christmas  trees.  He  will  not  see  the  myriad  interior  spaces 
where  the  swamp  is  fixed  in  peoples'  memories.  He  cannot 
follow  its  tangled  course  through  the  minds  of  those  who  can 
tell  by  the  vegetation  how  the  bottoms  are  composed  and  how 


the  water  flows  through  the  sand  beneath,  He  may  not  be  able 

to  tell  that  the  sand  iisell  is  always  moving. 

"Living  in  the  pines,"  Joanne  Van  Istendal,  of  Marlton,  New 
Jersey,  wrote  in  a  letter  after  the  survey,  "is  a  little  like  living  on 

a  ship  at  sea.  The  movement  of  the  seasons,  the  water,  and  the 
sand  becomes  a  pan  of  you,  and  you  don't  realize  it  until  you 
go  out  of  the  place. .  . .  Hie  sand  is  like  the  sea  too,  it  keeps 
moving  and  filtering,  trying  to  purify  itself.  If  you  learn  to  live 
with  its  vastness,  it  gives  you  a  sense  of  security,  of  something 
greater  than  yourself." 
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THE  ORIGIN 
OF  THE  PEVEYS 
Locil  Historians 
and  the  Legend 


By  David  Steven  Cohen 


Despite  its  great  size  —  about  a  mil- 
lion acres  or  one-fifth  of  the  state's 
land  area  —  there  has  always  been 
something  elusive  about  the  New 
Jersey  Pine  Barrens.  Named  for  its 
dominant  tree  specie,  the  pitch 
pine  [Pin us  rigida),  the  region  is  a 
mosaic  of  swamps,  bogs,  marshes,  and  forests  of 
oak,  cedar,  and  pine.  Below  its  sandy,  porous  soil  is 
the  Cohansey  Aquifer,  an  underground  reservoir 
of  fresh  water.  The  region  has  been  called  a 
"barrens,"  because  until  recently  it  was  not  thought 
suitable  for  farming.  Today  some  people  prefer  the 
term  Pinelands,  or  simply  "the  Pines." 


The  stereotype  of  the  Pineys.  "Piney  Funeral." 

Photograph  by  Harry  Dorer,  about  1940.  Courtesy  of  the  Xewark  Public 

Library  and  the  New  Jersey  State  Museum 
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-r-  +  +  Ouler  limit  of  Pre-Pensauken  Peneplain. 

—  .  —  .    Inner  limit  (First  Mountain)  of  Pensauken  submergence.     Dotted  area  under 

water. 
Boundary  of  Beacon  Hill  area.     Not  under  water  since  the  Miocene. 

Present    boundary  of  pine-barrens.     Note   the  overlapping  of  the  Beacon 

Hill  area  and  the  pine-barren  region 
....         Great  terminal  moraine      Southern  limit  of  glacial  ice 
A  A.   Rocky  Hill. 
H  H.  Atlantic  Highlands. 


Boundaries  of  the  Pine  Barrens.  From  John  \V.  Harshberger,  The 
Vegetation  of  the  Sew  Jersey  Pine- Barrens  (Philadelphia:  Christopher 
Sower  Company,  1916) 


The  very  boundaries  of  the  region  are  vague,  in  part 
because  vegetation  regions,  soil  zones,  and  culture  areas  do 
not  have  exact  boundary  lines.  The  region  has  been  delimited 
differently  at  different  times.1  In  1916  botanistjohn  W  Harsh- 
berger mapped  the  region  according  to  its  vegetation.  On  the 
east  he  drew  the  boundary  line  just  west  of  Barnegat  Bav,  on 
the  southwest  well  north  of  Delaware  Bay,  and  on  the  north- 
east well  into  Monmouth  County.2  The  Pinelands  Commis- 
sion, created  in  1979  by  the  New  Jersey  Legislature  after  the 
United  States  Congress  established  the  Pinelands  National 
Reserve  in  1978,  mapped  the  Pinelands  Planning  Area,  whose 
boundaries  differ  significandy  from  Harshberger's  Pine 
Barrens.  The  Pinelands  Planning  Area  includes  parts  of  Bar- 
negat Bay  and  even  some  of  the  barrier  islands  on  the  east. 
On  the  south  it  reaches  to  the  shore  of  Delaware  Bay  but  only 


as  far  west  as  the  Maurice  River.  On  the  northeast  it  excludes  a 
large  part  of  Monmouth  County  included  by  Harshberger. 
Harshberger's  map  followed  natural  boundaries,  while  the 
Pinelands  Commission's  map  used  highways  as  boundaries  in 
some  places.3 

When  folklorist  Herbert  Halpen  collected  folktales  and 
folksongs  in  the  Pines  between  1936  and  1941  he  divided  the 
region  into  two  subregions.  He  confined  his  fieldwork  to  the 
subregion  north  of  the  Mullica  River,  that  is,  in  Ocean  County 
and  the  eastern  part  of  Burlington  County.  His  rationale  was 
that  the  subregion  north  of  the  Mullica  River  was  not  suited 
for  ordinary  agriculture.4  The  American  Folklife  Center  of 
the  Library  of  Congress,  which  conducted  fieldwork  in  the 
region  in  the  fall  of  1983,  used  the  boundaries  mapped  by  the 
Pinelands  Commission  and  sun  eyed  the  folk  cultural  resour- 
ces found  within  those  boundaries.  The  point  is  not  that  one 
approach  is  wrong  and  the  other  is  right:  it  is  that  regions  are 
perceived  differently  by  different  people. 

As  elusive  as  the  region  are  the  people  known  as  the 
"Pineys."  Janice  Sherwood  of  Forked  River,  one  of  the  found- 
ing members  of  the  Pinelands  Cultural  Society,  says:  "We  just 
figure  if  you  gotta  ask  what  a  Pinev  is.  then  you  haven't  been 
there  long  enough  to  figure  it  out.  But  I  think  a  Piney  is  just  a 
little  bit  deeper  in  the  woods  than  you  are.""  Social  distinc- 
tions are  implied  in  the  current  folk  terminology:  the  "Pineys" 
are  those  who  live  in  the  interior,  the  "Clam  Diggers"  are  the 
baymen  along  the  coast,  and  the  "Rock  Jumpers"  are  the 
farmers  of  South  Jersey.6  When  Herbert  Halpen  asked  in  the 
late  1930s  and  early  1940s  who  the  Pineys  were,  he  was  told 
regularly  that  the  Pineys  lived  further  south,  until  he  reached 
a  point  in  his  travels  where  he  was  told  that  the  Pineys  lived 
further  north.  Then  no  one  admitted  to  being  a  Piney;  today 
people  from  all  over  South  Jersey  call  themselves  Pineys. 
There  are  even  "Piney  Power"  bumper  stickers  and  buttons. 

This  confusion  is  caused  by  the  fact  that  the  name  has  had 
a  shifting  referent.  Some  families  that  have  lived  only  one  or 
two  generations  in  South  Jersey  have  adopted  a  "Piney" 
identitv.  For  example.  Joe  and  George  Albert,  two  brothers 
from  Sayreville  in  north  central  Newjersey,  frequently  visited 
South  Jersey  on  hunting  and  fishing  expeditions.  In  1939  Joe 
Albert  moved  to  Waretown  to  live  in  a  cabin  he  built  in  1933. 
In  the  late  1950s  George  Albert  retired  and  moved  in  with  his 
brother.  Their  cabin  became  the  location  of  a  weekly  musical 
gathering  known  as  the  "Saturday  Night  Jamboree"  at  the 
"Old  Home  Place."  From  this  informal  musical  gathering 
evolved  in  1975  the  Pinelands  Cultural  Society  and  two  string 
bands,  the  Pine-Hawkers  and  the  Pineconers.'  Gladys  Eavre 
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Pine)  pride  Orlando  Poires,  tabernacle,  New  |ersey,  1983.  Photo 
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and  Merce  Ridgway,  two  Founding  members  ol  the  Pinelands 
Cultural  Sociery,  are  descendants  ol  old  South  Jersey  fami 
lies.*  Sam  Hum.  the  banjo  player  in  the  Pineconers,  was  [oe 
and  George  Albert's  hunting  guide,  but  he  was  not  born  in  the 
Pine  Barrens;  he  moved  to  the  Bamegat  Bay  vicinity  as  a  boy. 

Furthermore,  there  has  been  some  iumo\  er  in  the  popula- 
tion of  the  Pine  Barrens.  John  Simon  lias  shown  that  the 
population  of  Washington  township,  Burlington  County,  in 
the  heart  of  the  Pine  Barrens,  increased  from  1,315  to  2,010 
between  1830  and  1850  but  decreased  to  612  from  I850to  1890. 
He  attributes  the  depopulation  in  the  late  nineteenth  century 
to  the  decline  of  the  glass  and  paper  industries.9  Such  a 
dramatic  decline  indicated  a  migration  out  of  the  region. 

Not  only  the  referent  but  the  connotation  of  the  name 
"Piney"  changed.  Throughout  the  nineteenth  and  well  into 
the  twentieth  century  the  name  was  used  in  a  negative  way.  It 
was  in  use  as  early  as  1866,  when  G.  1.  Le  Boutillier,  a  student 
at  Princeton  who  was  sent  to  the  village  of  Shamong  as  a 
missionary,  wrote  to  Rev.  Allen  H.  Brown  of  the  Presbyterian 
Church  at  May's  Landing: 

The  people  who  inhabit  this  region  are  the  original,  who 
have  long  resided  here  and  new  comers  who  are  rapidly 
establishing  towns  and  villages  here  and  there  through- 
out it.  The  former,  commonly  called  "Pinies"  are  a  sparse 
population  living  and  obtaining  a  livelihood  by  making 
charcoal,  gathering  cranberries  and  huckleberries  for 
the  market^,   ["he)  are  sadl)  ignorant,  and  superstitious. 
and  degraded. ,0 

\  tew  years  eat  Her.  in  1859,  W.  K  Mayer  writing  in  the  Atlantic 
Monthly  used  the  term  "Pine  Rats"  to  refer  to  them.  He 
described  them  in  the  most  derogatory  terms: 

Completelv  besotted  and  brutish  in  their  ignorance,  they 
are  incapable  of  obtaining  an  honest  living,  and  have 
supported  themselves,  from  a  time  which  may  be  called 
immemorial,  bv  practising  pett)  larceny  on  an  organized 
plan.  The  Pine  Rat  steals  wood,  steals  game,  steals  cran- 
berries, steals  anything,  in  fact,  that  his  hand  can  be  laid 
upon:  and  woe  to  the  property  of  the  man  who  dares 
attempt  to  restrain  him!" 

These  residents  of  South  Jersey's  interior  did  not  fit  neatly 
into  Mavers  Jeffersonian  vision  of  idyllic  farmsteads,  and  he 
predicted  their  ultimate  extinction: 

We  shall  not  suffer  his  company  much  longer  in  this 
world. — poor,  neglected,  pitiable,  darkened  soul  that  he 
is.  this  fellow-(  iti/en  of  ours.  He  must  move  on:  for  civili- 


zation, like  a  stern,  prosau  policeman,  will  have  no  idlers 

in  the  path.   I  heie  nuisi  be  no  vagrants,  not  even  iii  the 

forest,  die  once  free  and  merry  greenwood,  out 
policeman-civilization  savs;  nay,  the  Forest,  even  must 
keep-a-moving!  We  must  have  farms  here,  and  happy 

homesteads,  and  orchards  heavv  with  promise  ol  cider 
and  wheat  golden  as  hope,  instead  of  silent  aisles  and 
avenues  of  mournful  pine-trees,  sheltering  such  forlorn 
mis(  i  cations  as  our  poor  cranberry-stealing  friends! 
. . .  There  is  no  room  for  a  gypsy  in  all  our  wide  Amer- 
ica! The  Rat  must  follow  the  Indian, —  must  fade  like 
breath  from  a  windowpanc  in  winter!12 

( )thei  terms  were  less  offensive,  such  as  "Pine-hawker"  and 
aner."  In  1891  a  Burlington  County  newspaper  referred  to 
'mc-liawkt  is"  in  an  article  about  applejack: 

In  Southampton,  where  applejack  is  plenty  and  pine- 
hawkers  numerous,  it  is  invariably  prescribed  for  chills 
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and  fever,  grippe,  coughs,  colds  and  nervous  prostration. 
Owley  Lemon,  king  of  the  pine-hawkers,  who  is  now  76 
years  of  age,  lias  been  drinking  applejack  regularly  ever 
since  the  Civil  War  broke  out,  and  even  now  can  drink  a 

quail  per  da\  without  the  slightest  inconvenience 

Despite  his  years,  he  can  kick  higher,  dance  longer  and 
stand  more  exposure  than  any  man  in  Southampton." 

In  an  1893  article  on  "Jerseyisms"  in  Dialed  Notes,  Francis  B. 
Lee  included  the  term  "piners,"  which  he  defined  as  "those 
who  live  in  the  Jersey  pines. — the  'ridge'  sections  (eastern  and 
southern)  of  the  state."14  According  to  an  1894  article  in 
Harper's  New  Monthly  Magazine,  "the  term  'piners'  is  syn- 
onymous with  the  term  'poor  whites'  in  the  South. "" 

Elizabeth  S.  Kite,  a  staff  member  of  the  Vineland  Training 
School,  made  reference  both  to  "Pineys"  and  "Pine  Rats"  in 
an  article  she  wrote  in  1913. 

They  are  known  as  the  Pineys'  or  'Pine  Rats'  and  are 
recognized  as  a  distinct  people  by  the  normal  communi- 
ties living  on  the  borders  of  their  forests,  although  their 
manner  of  living  arouses  neither  surprise  nor  interest, 
having  always  been  taken  quite  as  a  matter  of  course.16 

Kite  was  a  fieldworker  on  the  1913  Kallikak  stuch  of  "the 
hereditv  of  feeblemindedness,"  in  the  tradition  of  the  Jukes 
study  of  the  1870s.17  While  the  Kallikak  family  (a  pseudonym) 
was  not  from  the  Pine  Barrens,  Kite  used  a  similar  approach 
in  her  work  on  the  Pinevs: 

But  the  real  Piney  has  no  inclination  to  labor,  submitting 
to  even  privation  in  order  to  avoid  it.  Lazy,  lustful  and 
cunning,  he  is  a  degenerate  creature  who  has  learned  to 
provide  for  himself  the  bare  necessities  of  life  without 
entering  into  life's  stimulating  struggle.  Like  the  degen- 
erate relative  of  the  crab  that  ages  ago  gave  up  a  free  rov- 
ing life  and,  gluing  its  head  to  a  rock,  built  a  wall  of 
defence  around  itself,  spending  the  rest  of  its  life  kicking 
food  into  its  mouth  and  enjoying  the  functionings  of 
reproduction,  the  Pinev  and  all  the  rest  of  his  type  have 
become  barnacles  upon  our  civilization,  all  the  higher 
functions  of  whose  manhood  have  been  atrophied 
through  disuse.18 

In  later  years  Kite  attempted  to  modify  tin-  harshness  of  her 

stereotvpe  of  the  Piney.  In  1940  she  told  Herbert  Halpert: 

Nothing  would  give  me  greater  pleasure  than  to  correct 
the  idea  that  has  unfortunately  been  given  by  the  news- 
papers regarding  the  Pines.  Anybody  who  lived  in  the 


Pines  was  a  Piney.  I 
the  newspaper  publi 

degenerate  sting.1'' 


hink  it  a  most  terrible  calamity  that 
itv  took  the  term  and  gave  it  the 


Halpert  did  not  confront  Kite  with  her  own  words  written 
twenty-seven  years  earlier. 

A  ssociated  with  the  name  "Pinev"  is  a  legend  about  the 
L^k  origin  of  the  inhabitants  of  the  Pine  Barrens.  The 
^A.  ^L.development  of  the  legend  can  be  traced  through 
written  sources.  In  fact,  there  is  no  evidence  that  the  legend 
either  originated  or  went  into  oral  tradition.  It  was  created 
and  sustained  by  local  historians  and  popular  writers.  Thus,  it 
should  be  considered  a  local-history  legend,  not  a  folk 
legend.  I  define  a  local-history  legend  as  a  narrative  that  is  set 
in  the  past,  that  is  looselv.  or  not  at  all.  tied  to  historical 
documentation,  and  that  is  elaborated  in  a  chain  of  written 
communication  by  local  historians.  A  folk  legend,  on  the 
other  hand,  results  from  a  chain  of  oral  communication. 

The  earliest  mention  of  this  local-history  legend  is  in  the 
1859  Atlantic  Monthlx  article  mentioned  above. 

This  extraordinary  race  of  beings  are  lineal  descendants 
of  the  Newjersev  Tories,  who.  during  the  Revolution, 
made  the  Pines  their  refuge,  whence  they  sallied  in  per- 
petual forays  against  the  farms  and  dwellings  of  the  par- 
tisans of  the  opposite  cause.  Several  hundreds  of  these 
fanatical  desperadoes  made  the  forest  their  home,  and 
laid  waste  the  surrounding  townships  by  their  sudden 
raids.20 

The  1894  article  in  Harper's  New  Monthly  Magazine  distin- 
guished between  the  "Ton  Refugees"  and  the  so-called  "Pine 
Robbers." 

The  Jersey  Pines  were  first  brought  to  the  notice  of  the 
great  world  beyond  them  as  a  place  of  hiding  of  many 
Tory  refugees  during  the  war  for  our  independence. 
These  were  British  lovalists  who  helped  to  give  Mon- 
mouth County  the  character  it  earned  as  the  chief  suf- 
ferer, in  that  bloody  contention,  of  the  honors  that 
always  attend  civil  war.21 

The  author  noted  that  some  of  the  Refugees  were  Newjersev 
militiamen  who  became  Loyalists,  others  were  renegades 
who  were  nominally  Loyalists  paid  by  Tories  in  New  York  but 
who  hid  in  the  woods  and  plundered  the  countryside,  and 
others  were  marauders  who  escaped  from  British  vessels  to 
form  "picarooning"  bands.  Thev  were  known  as  the  "Jersev 
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Greens"  in  distinction  to  the  New  Jersey  soldiers  in  the  Con- 
tinental Arm)  who  were  called  the  "Jersey  Blues." 

These  precious  opponents  of  liberty  did  not  pause  at 
trifles  like  murdering  sleeping  men.  but  thev  were 
charming  fellows  when  compared  with  the  Pine  robbers. 
So  desperately  bad  were  these  robbers  that  thev  preyed 
upon  both  sides,  and  the  names  and  deeds  of  their  lead- 
ers are  kept  in  mind  to-dav  through  the  legends  of  old 
neighborhoods  and  the  traditions  of  old  families.  Thev 
lived  in  caves  burrowed  in  the  side  of  the  sandhills.  They 
covered  these  dens  with  brushwood  when  thev  were  in 
them,  or  when  thev  issued  from  the  forest  to  ravage  the 
country.** 

B\  the  time  of  Elizabeth  Kite's  1913  article,  the  legend  had 
grown  to  include  not  only  Tories  and  Pine  Robbers,  but  also 
main  others.  The  subtitle  of  her  article  says  it  all:  "The  Pineys: 
Toda\  Morons:  Yesterda\  Colonial  Outcasts,  Disowned* 
Friends.  Land  Pirates.  Hessians.  Ton  Refugees,  Revellers 
from  Joseph  Bonaparte's  Court  at  Bordentown,  and  Other 
Sowers  of  Wild  Oats."  According  to  Kite:  "In  the  Province  of 
New  Jersev.  it  is  certain  that  disowned"  vouths.  cast  out  by  the 
society  [of  Friends]  did  in  some  cases  betake  themselves  to  the 


loose  lives  oi  the  dwellers  <>l  the  Pines.""  In  addition,  she 
wrote:  " Attn  the  battle  ot  Trenton,  certain  Hessian  soldiers 
And  other  deserters  from  the  Bridsh  army  found  safety  in  the 
st  <  lusion  ol  (he  Pines,  and  added  still  another  element  to  its 
alread)  mixed  population."-'  And  finally,  she  contended: 

In  (In'  i;.n  days  when  Prince  [oseph  Bonaparte  held  his 
miniature  conn  at  Bordentown,  man)  were  the  revels 

and  hunting  panics  in  the  Pines  whi(  h  were  indulged  in 
by  the  members  of  his  suite.  All  these  revelers  came 
back,  leaving  a  train  of  nameless  offspring  to  complh  ate 
still  further  the  mixed  social  problem  of  the  I'incs.  so 
th.it  today,  in  tracing  the  ancestn  of  an)  particular 
group,  one  runs  up  continualh  against  the  impossibility 
of  proving  exact  ancestn.25 

In  1936  local  historian  Henn  Charlton  Beck  defined  the 
Pineys  as  those  'who  lonely  in  lack  of  education,  have  lived 
back  in  the  Jersey  pine  woods,  on  hidden  trails  and  beside 
dismal  swamps."26  He  wrote  that  they  are  "the  descendants  of 
first  settlers,  bog  ore  miners,  lumber-cutters,  glassmakers. 
sailors  and  soldiers  of  Washington's  time,  Hessians  who  pre- 
ferred to  go  amok  in  the  woods  to  returning  home,  [and] 
slaves  who  sought  strange  ways  to  celebrate  their  new-found 
libem."27  He  was  evidently  influenced  by  the  stereotvpe  of  the 
Pineys  fostered  by  Elizabeth  Kite  and  others  in  his  reference 
to  the  Pineys  as  "the  children  and  grandchildren  of  those  to 
whom  several  wives  for  one  man  was  an  accepted  code."28  He 
mentioned  a  specific  legend: 

One  story,  perhaps  the  most  persistent  in  this  regard,  is 
well  known.  A  British  soldier  of  good  parentage  but  with 
uncertain  ideas  of  living,  became  enamored  of  a  bar- 
maid in  a  wayside  tavern  and  without  the  trouble  of  a 
wedding  thev  became  joint  proprietors  of  the  place. 
There  came  a  family  of  eight  children  all  of  whom  were 
later  found  to  have  mental  deficiencies  or  criminal  incli- 
nations. The  soldier,  tiring  of  this  mode  of  life,  went 
back  to  England,  married  in  his  rightful  class  and  began 
anew.  At  home,  a  family  of  three  normal  children 
resulted.29 

The  story  is  suspiciously  similar  to  the  genealogy  of  the 
Kallikak  family,  which  according  to  Henry  H.  Coddard  des- 
cended from  Martin  Kallikak,  Sr. 

When  Martin  Sr.,  of  the  good  family,  was  a  boy  of  fifteen, 
his  father  died,  leaving  him  without  parental  care  or 
oversight.  Just  before  attaining  his  majority,  the  young 
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man  joined  one  of  the  numerous  military  companies  that 
were  formed  to  protect  the  country  at  the  beginning  of 
the  Revolution.  At  one  of  the  taverns  frequented  by  the 
militia  he  met  a  feeble-minded  girl  by  whom  he  became 
the  father  of  a  feeble-minded  son.  This  child  was  given. 
by  its  mother,  the  name  of  the  father  in  full,  and  thus 
has  been  handed  down  to  posterity  the  father's  name 
and  the  mother's  mental  capacity.30 

Probably  the  most  widely  read  version  of  the  legend  is 
found  in  John  McPhee's  1967  book  The  Pine  Barrens,  which 
originallv  appeared  in  the  New  Yorker  Magazine.  He  men- 
tioned the  Tories  who  "fled  to  the  pines  during  the  American 
Revolution.  People  with  names  like  Britton  and  Brower.  loyal 
to  the  King,  and  sometimes  covered  with  feather  and  tar,  left 
their  homes  in  Colonial  cities  and  took  refuge  in  the  Pine 
Barrens."31  He  also  mentioned  the  Hessians.  "After  the  Brit- 
ish defeats  at  Trenton  and  Princeton,"  McPhee  wrote,  "Hes- 
sian soldiers  deserted  the  British  Army  in  considerable 
numbers,  and  some  of  them  went  into  the  Pine  Barrens."32 
He  claimed,  for  example,  that  "Sooy  is  a  German  name  more 
common  in  the  pines  than  Smith."33  McPhee  also  repeated 
the  part  of  the  legend  about  the  Quakers.  "Also  during  the 
eighteenth  century,"  he  wrote,  "when  the  farmlands  of  wes 
tern  New  Jersey  were  heavily  populated  with  Quakers,  the 
Pine  Barrens  served  as  a  catch  basin  for  Quakers  who  could 
not  live  up  to  the  standards  of  the  Quaker  code."34  He  cited 
the  Ridgway  family  as  an  example.  In  addition,  he  mentioned 
English,  Welsh,  and  Scots  who  came  primarily  bv  way  of  New 
England,  including  the  Cranmer  family,  said  to  be  descended 
from  Thomas  Cranmer,  the  archbishop  of  Canterbury,  and 
French  Huguenots  who  settled  at  Mt.  Misery,  including  the 
Bozarth  family.35  Some  blacks  "fled  from  slavery  into  the 
pines,"  including  Dr.  James  Still,  the  so-called  "Doctor  of  the 
Pines."36  There  were  also  descendants  of  Lenape  Indians 
from  the  Brotherton  Reservation  in  the  Pine  Barrens. 
"Numerous  people  in  the  Pine  Barrens  today  are  descended, 
in  part,  from  Indians  who  remained.  George  Crummel,  a 
charcoal-maker  who  lived  in  Jenkins  Neck  and  who  died 
there  in  1964,  was  the  great-grandson  of  Isaac  Cromo,  a  chief 
of  the  Leni  Lenape.  On  the  site  of  the  Brotherton  reservation 
is  a  hamlet  called  Indian  Mills."37  Finally,  he  mentioned 
pirates,  privateers,  smugglers,  and  Pine  Robbers,  including 
Joseph  Mulliner,  a  leader  of  a  band  of  outlaws,  who  "became 
a  legend  in  the  pints    " 

To  determine  the  historical  truth  of  the  legend  it  is  neces- 
sary to  determine  who  the  Pineys  are.  John  Simon  tried  to 
refute  the  stereotype  of  the  Pineys  as  being  illiterate,  isolated, 


and  degenerate  by  carefully  studying  the  manuscript  census 
of  Washington  Township  from  1850  to  1900.  He  came  to  the 
conclusion  that  there  was  a  relatively  homogeneous  Anglo- 
Scottish-Irish  culture,  a  single  religion  (Methodism),  a  rela- 
tively high  rate  of  literacy,  a  strong  reliance  on  the  family,  and 
a  regional  market  economy  for  farm  crops  and  timber.39 
Following  a  geographic  definition  (that  is.  all  the  people 
living  in  Washington  Township)  rather  than  a  genealogical 
definition,  Sinton  included  watermen  and  boatmen 
(Washington  Township  borders  on  the  Little  Egg  Harbor 
River),  farmers,  fishermen,  and  glass  workers,  as  well  as  the 
woodchoppers  and  colliers  traditionally  associated  with  the 
name  "Piney." 

Bvthe  same  token  Elizabeth  Marsh  studied  mostly  the  Pine 
Barrens  south  of  the  Mullica  River  and  reported  the  existence 
of  "an  ethnic  archipelago"  consisting  of  Germans  in  Egg 
Harbor  City  and  New  Germany  (Folsom),  Jews  in  Alliance. 
Woodbine,  and  Norma,  Yankees  and  Italians  in  Hammonton. 
Ukrainians  in  Mizpah  and  Woodbine,  Wriite  Russians  in 
Mays  Landing,  black  Jews  in  Elwood,  Kalmyks  in  Freehold. 
Japanese  in  Elmer,  and  Puerto  Ricans  in  Vineland.40 

Pauline  Miller,  the  county  historian  of  Ocean  County, 
attempted  to  trace  the  genealogies  of  the  most  common 
Pinelands  surnames.  She  concluded  that  they  are  the  "third 
and  fourth  generation  Americans  of  English  stock  from  New 
England  and  second  and  third  generation  Americans  from 
Burlington  County  who  settled  in  the  coastal  villages  and  the 
Pinelands.  For  the  most  part,  those  who  settled  deep  in  the 
Pines  were  the  sons  and  daughters  of  the  coastal  village 
families  along  Ocean,  Atlantic  and  Cape  May  Counties."41 
While  this  conclusion  is  essentially  correct,  Miller  slipped  into 
the  realm  of  legend  when  she  wrote  about  the  Clevenger  and 
Bennett  families. 

Tradition,  that  waft  of  information  which  has  been 
passed  on  but  cannot  be  proven,  is  that  William  Cle- 
venger, who  died  in  Pasadena  in  Ocean  County  in  1872, 
was  a  descendant  of  a  Hessian  soldier  who  deserted  and 
fled  into  the  Pinelands  after  the  Battle  of  Trenton.  There 
are  other  alleged  descendants  of  Hessian  deserters  from 
the  Headquarters  at  Bordentovvn  and  Trenton,  but 
further  research  will  have  to  determine  the  veracity  of 
these  stories.42 

She  also  wrote: 

Some  of  the  Bennetts  descend  from  one  of  the  crewmen 
on  Captain  Kidd's  pirate  ship.  The  crewman  was 
released  from  Old  Bailev  in  London  when  he  a  >uld 
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prove  iluit  he  was  an  apprenticed  seaman,  not  a  pirate. 
I  le  Red  to  America,  v  hanged  his  name  to  Bennett  and 
settled  south  ofBamegai  al  .1  place  still  called  Bennett's 
Neck  rhere  is  no  record  ol  his  Elnglish  name.43 

Nevertheless,  her  genealogical  approach  is  the  one  that  must 
In-  used  to  verifi  the  historical  accuracy  of  the  legend 


In  tin  study  of  histoid  and  legend  among  the  "Jackson 
Whites."  today  known  as  the  Ramapo  Mountain  People,  a 
racialh  mixed  people  li\  ingon  the  holder  of  northeastern 
New  |erse\  ami  southeastern  New  York  State,  I  found  that  the 
legend  about  their  origins,  while  based  on  some  accurate 
historical  information,  was  untrue  as  a  historical  account  of 
the  group's  origins.4*  Yet  Gary  Mills,  a  historian  who  studied 
the  Cane  River  Creoles,  a  racialh  mixed  population  Irving  in 
northwestern  Louisiana,  found  that  the  legend  about  their 
origins  was  substantially  true.4'  If  we  look  at  the  various  pails 
of  the  legend  about  the  origin  of  the  Pinevs  in  light  of 
genealogical  information  about  common  Pinelands  sur- 
names, we  find  that  some  parts  of  the  legend  are  true,  some 
pans  are  untrue,  and  some  pans  are  elaborations  on  the 
truth. 

The  pan  of  the  legend  about  the  Quakers  is  essentially 
true.  Man)  of  the  family  names  associated  with  the  Pine 
Barrens  are  found  throughout  South  Jersey.  The  Ridgway, 
Cranmer,  and  Ong  families  are  the  case  in  point.  Richard 
Ridgway  and  his  wife  Elizabeth  were  Quakers  from  Welford. 
England,  who  came  to  Bucks  County,  Pennsylvania,  in  lo77. 
His  occupation  was  listed  as  a  tailor.  He  resided  in  Pennsyl- 
\  ania  until  about  1690,  when  he  moved  to  Burlington  County, 
West  New  Jersey.  He  was  one  of  the  judges  for  Burlington 
County  from  1700  to  1720.  He  died  in  1723. 46  Some  time  prior 
to  1714  Thomas  Ridgwav  from  upper  Burlington  County 
settled  in  Little  Egg  Harbor.  He  was  listed  as  a  member  of  the 
Friends  Meeting  in  Tuckenon.47  The  Cranmer  family  of  New 
|erse\  descends  from  William  Cranmer,  who  was  an  early 
settler  at  Southold,  Long  Island.  He  moved  to  Forked  River 
and  ( .edar  Creek  New  Jersey,  around  1748  or  1749.48  William 
(  ranmer  was  als<  >  listed  as  a  member  of  the  Friends'  Meeting 
at  Tuckenon.4 '  ( )ng  is  a  famous  surname  associated  with  the 
Pine  Barrens,  primarily  because  of  the  place  name  Ong's 
Hat.  Like  Thomas  Ridgwav.  Jacob  Ong  settled  in  Little  Egg 
Harbor  from  upper  Burlington  County.  He  and  his  wife 
Elizabeth  were  elders  in  the  Friends'  Meeting  of  Egg  Harbor. 
In  1725  he  left  Etjg  Harbor  to  settle  in  Pennsylvania,  returned 
in  172s.  and  left  again  for  Pennsylvania  in  1735,  this  time 


nevei  to  return.  Ong's  Mat  was  probably 
Ong,  even  though  the  Ong  Family  did 


ncd  lor  [acob 

(in. 1111   in  the 


1  'he  pan  of  the  legend  about  the  I  lessian  soldiers,  <>n  the 
other  hand,  is  essentially  untrue.  I  lei  hen  Halpert  collected  a 
cycle  ol  legends  about  Jerry  Munyhun,  whom  he  called  the 
"wizard  ol  the  Pines."  Munyhun  was  said  to  be  a  trickstei  and 
a  magician.  One  of  Halpert's  informants,  (hades  Grant, 
called  Mum hun  an  "old  Hanover  Hessian,"  hut  others  said 
he  was  either  Irish  or  black,  fhe  stories  about  him  were  ass. ) 
dated  with  the  Hanover  Furnace  in  the  Pines'-  However, 
there  is  no  evidence  that  Jerry  Mum  hun  was  a  real  person. 
Furthermore,  no  Pinelands  surnames  appear  in  the  lisis  ol 
Hessian  soldiers  who  fought  in  the  American  Revolution.83 
And  those  Pinelands  surnames  thought  to  be  Hessian  are  not 
German  names.  The  Clevenger  family,  said  to  be  Hessian  by 
Miller,  has  been  traced  to  England.  The  first  known  Cle- 
venger in  America  was  Ceorge  Clevenger.  who  resided  in 
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Yonkers,  New  York,  before  1682.  His  son.  John  Clevenger, 
born  1678,  moved  to  Monmouth  County,  Newjersey,  in  1699. 
In  1757  John  Clevenger  was  living  in  New  Hanover  Town- 
ship, Burlington  County.54  The  Sooy  family,  said  to  be  Ger- 
man by  McPhee.  descends  from  Joost  Sooy,  who  was  born  in 
Holland  in  1685  and  immigrated  to  America  about  1705.  He 
was  a  mariner-merchant  who  was  listed  in  the  records  of  the 
Old  Dutch  Reformed  Church  in  New  York.  He  and  his  family 
migrated  from  New  York  to  Cheesequake  Creek  in  Mon- 
mouth County,  and  from  there  to  Lower  Bank  on  the  Mullica 
River  in  Burlington  County.  He  and  his  sons  purchased  thou- 
sands of  acres  of  land  in  Washington  Township.  He  died  in 
1767  and  was  buried  at  Lower  Bank.55  The  Bozarth  family 
appears  to  be  German  in  ancestry  (not  French  Huguenot,  as 
McPhee  stated),  but  they  are  not  descended  from  Hessian 
soldiers.  Simon  Bozoth  of  Evesham  bought  land  in  Burling- 
ton as  early  as  1715.  well  before  the  Revolutionary  War.56  He 
died  in  Burlington  County  in  1753,  according  to  family 
records.57  The  family  name  (variously  spelled  Bosserdt, 
Boshart,  and  Bussart)  is  common  among  the  Pennsylvania 
Germans.58 

John  McPhee's  statement  that  French  Huguenots  settled 
ML  Misery  is  partially  true.  The  land  on  which  Mi.  Misery  was 
later  founded  was  owned  by  Peter  Bard,  the  son  of  Bennet 
Bard  from  Montpelier,  France.  He  was  a  French  Huguenot 
who  came  to  America  about  1700  with  his  wife  Dinah  and 
settled  in  Burlington,  West  Newjersey.  He  was  a  merchant 
and  a  justice  of  the  peace  in  Burlington  from  1717  until  1721.  In 


1723  he  moved  to  the  tract  of  land  he  owned  in  the  Pine 
Barrens.59  While  Joseph  Bonaparte,  Napoleon's  brother  and 
former  king  of  Naples  and  Spain,  lived  in  exile  in  Bordentown 
from  1817  to  1839.  there  is  no  historical  evidence  that 
members  of  his  entourage  left  offspring  in  the  Pine  Barrens. 

The  part  of  the  legend  about  the  colliers  and  charcoal 
burners  in  the  bog  iron  industry  is  also  partially  true.  Some  of 
the  names  on  the  payroll  lists  and  street  directories  of  Martha 
and  Batsto  are  the  surnames  associated  with  the  Pinelands. 
For  example,  Jesse  Evans  was  the  manager  of  Martha  Fur- 
nace from  1805  until  about  1842.  The  Evanses  were  Quakers. 
John  Ring  was  a  carter  at  Martha  and  owner  of  the  Half 
Moon  Tavern  at  Hyatt.  He  died  in  1813.  George  Cramer  was 
listed  as  a  supplier  of  the  furnace  in  1809.  and  Stephen 
Cramer  as  a  supplier  of  teams  and  horses  in  1810.  Thomas 
Estil  was  a  teamster  who  went  to  work  at  the  Weymouth 
furnace  in  181.V"  Among  the  residents  of  Batsto  between  1853 
and  1856  were  H.  Birdsall,  George  Reeves.  J.  Mickel,  Daniel 
Brown,  and  D.  Southard.61  However,  to  explain  the  origins  of 
the  Pinevs  in  terms  of  one  of  the  traditional  occupations 
associated  with  the  Pinevs  is  a  circular  argument. 

The  parts  of  the  legend  about  Tories.  Refugees.  Pine 
Robbers,  and  pirates  are  related.  As  J.  Franklin  Jameson 
noted  in  Privateering  and  Piracy  in  the  Colonial  Period,  the 
difference  between  privateering  and  piracv  was  not  always 
clear.  By  law  a  privateer  was  a  privately  owned  armed  vessel 
which  was  granted  a  letter  of  marque  authorizing  it  to  commit 
acts  of  warfare  against  the  enemy.  But  it  is  difficult  to  deter- 
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mine  what  acts  were  legitimate  privateering  and  what  were 
piracy.  Vs  Jameson  noted,  William  kidd.  the  famous  pirate 
who  lived  fora  while  in  New  York  City,  had  a  lettei  of  marque 
from  I  ord  Bellomont,  the  governoi  ol  New  VhL  Yel  he  was 
tried  for  pirac)  and  hanged  in  England  in  I70LW  William 
Kidd*s  privateering  piracy  activities  were  confined  to  the 
coast  of  Africa  and  Madagascar,  during  the  height  of  the 
Madagascar  slave  trade  and  King  William's  War.  Perhaps 
because  he  resided  for  a  time  in  New  York  City,  stories  were 
created  about  his  alleged  activities  along  the  Jersey  Shore. 
These  stones  tended  to  follow  the  genre  of  the  buried  treas- 
ure legem!,  which  in  itself  is  a  stereotype  of  piracy.  Often  the 
buried  treasure  was  to  be  protected  h\  the  ghost  of  a  crewman 
who  was  killed  tor  this  purpose  ami  buried  with  the  treasure. 
Such  stories  were  written  In  local  historians  about  Brigantine 
and  Barnegat,  as  well  as  other  places  along  the  Jersey  Shore.63 
1  egends  about  pirates  on  the  fringe  of  the  Pine  Barrens 
trace  back  at  least  to  mid-nineteenth  century.  In  1868  Barber 
And  Howe  wrote  about  the  so-called  Pirate  Tree  in  the  town  of 
Burlington,  along  the  Delaware  River. 

Superstition  held  it  famous,  as  the  place  of  deposit  for 
gold  and  silver,  bv  Blackbeard  and  his  associate  pirates.  It 
is  said  that  thev  landed  one  stormy,  terrific  night  loaded 
with  an  unusual  quantity  of  plunder,  which  they  buried 
in  silence  at  the  root  of  this  tree,  which  took  its  name 

from  this  circumstance Some  one.  however,  must  be 

interred  with  the  gold  to  protect  it  from  depredation:  and 
at  last  one  of  the  most  reckless  outlaws,  a  Spaniard,  who 
had  long  merited  the  honors  of  the  neighboring  Gallows 
Hill,  stepped  forward  and  offered  himself  as  their  victim. 
He  was  shot  through  the  brain  by  Blackbeard,  with  a 
charmed  bullet,  which  penetrated  without  occasioning  a 
wound,  thus  leaving  him  as  well  prepared  as  ever  for 
mortal  combat,  except  for  the  trifling  circumstance  of  his 
being  stone  dead.  He  was  buried  in  an  erect  position; 
and  so  well  has  he  performed  his  trust,  that,  for  any  evi- 
dence we  possess  to  the  contrary,  the  treasure  remains 
there  to  the  present  day.64 

William  Teach,  alias  Blackbeard.  was  a  historical  person 
whose  activities  were  confined  primarily  to  the  Caribbean 
and  the  coast  of  North  Carolina.  As  with  William  Kidd.  there 
is  no  historical  evidence  that  Teach  ever  came  to  New  Jersey, 
let  alone  buried  treasure  here. 

The  pirate-treasure  legends  about  Captain  Kidd  and 
Blackbeard  seem  to  be  based  on  a  blurring  of  the  distinction 
between  piracv  and  privateering  There  were  indeed  smug- 


gling and  privateering  along  thejerse)  shore  V  i  ording  t<> 
\ithui  Pien  e,  Newjerse)  had  only  three  legal  ports  of  entr) 
during  the  1760s,  Perth  Amboy,  Cohansey,  and  Burlington. 

But  the  Mullica  Rivet  basin.  espe<  ialh  in  the  \i<  init)  <»i  1  ittle 
Egg  ll.ubor.  became  a  center  for  smuggling.  Charles  Read. 
collector ol  (  ustoms  at  Burlington,  wrote  in  a  1763  report  that 
"main  vessels  trading  to  Plantations  not  belonging  to  the 


King  of  Great  Britain,  returning  with  cargoes  of  Rum,  Sugar, 
and  Molasses,  have  found  means  to  smuggle  the  same  into 
his  Majesty's  Plantations,  without  paving  the  King's  Duty."  65 
This  smuggling  should  be  viewed  against  the  backdrop  of 
the  British  Navigation  Laws,  which  were  being  circumvented 
bv  some  of  the  most  respectable  citizens  of  New  England. 
such  as  John  Hancock,  and  as  an  assertion  of  economic 
independence  against  the  dominance  of  New  York  and 
Philadelphia. 

With  the  outbreak  of  the  American  Revolution,  many  of 
those  who  were  smugglers  became  privateers,  including 
Joseph  Sooy  of  Little  Egg  Harbor.  Privateering  was  so  com- 
m<  >n  that  in  September  1778  the  British  dispatched  an  expedi- 
tion of  three  hundred  British  regulars  and  about  a  hundred 
New  Jersey  Loyalists  under  Capt.  Patrick  Ferguson  to  "clean 
out  the  nest  of  Rebel  pirates"  at  Chestnut  Neck  and  proceed 
up  the  Mullica  to  destroy  the  iron  works  at  Batsto  and  the 
militarv  storehouses  at  The  Forks.  Governor  Livingston  dis- 
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patched  Count  Pulaski,  but  Pulaski  got  lost  and  went  to  Tuck- 
erton  instead.  Three  privateers  and  an  armed  pilot  boat 
managed  to  escape  before  the  British  arrived.  The  British 
found  ten  vessels  that  had  been  seized  by  "the  rebel  cruisers." 
They  destroyed  the  village,  which  Ferguson  described  as  "the 
principal  resort  of  this  nest  of  Pirates."  One  of  the  homes  that 
was  destroyed  was  that  of  Joseph  Sooy.66  While  it  was  piracy 
from  the  British  point  of  view,  it  was  patriotism  from  the  point 
of  view  of  the  American  Whigs. 

According  to  DavidJ.  Fowler,  currently  a  Ph.D.  candidate  in 
history  at  Rutgers  University,  Newjersey  had  a  disproportion- 
ate number  of  Tories,  which  resulted  in  much  civil  violence 
along  the  coast  and  in  the  Pine  Barrens.  Much  activity 
occurred  even  after  the  British  surrender  at  Yorktown  in  1781. 
Some  Loyalists  fought  in  organized  units  such  as  the  West 
Jersey  Volunteers  and  the  New  Jersey  Volunteers.  Others, 
known  as  the  "Refugees,"  formed  less  formal  bands  some- 
times numbering  as  many  as  one  hundred.  Monmouth 
County,  both  in  the  Pines  and  at  Sandy  Hook,  was  a  center  of 
Refugee  activity.  The  hanging  of  Capt.  Joshua  Huddy  in  1782 
by  a  band  of  Refugees  became  an  international  incident.  And 
there  were  also  the  so-called  Pine  Robbers  or  "Pine  Banditti," 
who  seemed  to  be  taking  advantage  of  the  unstable  situation 
to  raid  both  Tory  and  Whig  sides.  However,  the  distinction 
between  the  Refugees  and  the  Pine  Robbers  was  not  so 
clearly  drawn  at  the  time.67  Two  Pine  Robbers  are  of  special 
interest  in  terms  of  the  legend.  One  was  William  Giberson; 
the  other  was  Joseph  Mulliner. 


Giberson  is  an  old  Pine-Barrens  family  name.  Herbert 
Hal  pert  collected  a  cycle  of  stories  about  Sam  "the 
Fiddler"  Giberson.  The  Giberson  family  in  New  Jersey 
was  actually  Dutch.  The  name  originally  was  Gysbertse.  In 
1634  Lubbert  Gijsberts,  a  wheelwright  from  Blaricum  in  the 
province  of  North  Holland,  came  to  Rensselaerswyck.68  In 
1701  a  John  Gysbertse  of  Middletown  was  mentioned  in  a 
land  deed.  The  family  had  ties  to  Flatbush  on  Long  Island.  Bv 
the  time  of  the  Revolution  there  were  Gibersons  living  in 
Ocean  County  also.69  While  the  Giberson  family  is  found 
throughout  South  Jersey,  there  is  no  evidence  that  William 
Giberson  left  any  direct  descendants. 

Legends  about  William  Giberson  date  back  to  the  mid- 
nineteenth  century.  In  1845  local  historian  Isaac  Mickle  wrote 
that  a  septuagenarian  informant  described  Giberson  as  "a 
large  man  of  almost  incredible  strength  and  activity.  It  is  said 
that  at  a  runningjump  he  could  clear  the  top  of  an  ordinary 


Egg  Harbor  wagon."70  Mickle  provided  an  account  of  how  in 
December  1782  William  Giberson  was  captured  by  some  mili- 
tiamen commanded  by  Capt.  John  Davis,  who  were  sent  to 
Egg  Harbor  to  stop  the  Refugee  activity  there. 

On  one  occasion  his  lieutenant,  Benjamin  Bates,  with 
Richard  Powell,  a  private,  called  at  a  house  where  Davis 
had  been  informed,  over  night,  that  two  Refugee  officers 
were  lodging.  Bates  got  to  the  house  before  any  of  the 
family  had  risen  except  two  girls  who  were  making  a  fire 
in  the  kitchen. 

He  inquired  if  there  were  any  persons  in  the  house 
besides  the  family,  and  was  answered,  "none,  except  two 
men  from  up  in  the  country."  He  bade  the  girls  show 
him  where  they  were,  which  they  did.  In  passing  through 
the  room  separating  the  kitchen  from  the  bedroom,  he 
saw  the  pistols  lying  on  a  table.  Knocking  at  the  door,  he 
was  at  first  refused  admittance,  but  finding  him  deter- 
mined to  enter,  the  two  Refugees  finally  let  him  in.  They 
refused  to  tell  their  names  but  were  afterwards  found  to 
be  William  Giberson  and  Henry  Lane,  Refugee  lieuten- 
ants, the  former  a  notorious  rascal  who  had  committed 
many  outrages,  and  killed  one  or  two  Americans  in  cold 
blood.  On  their  way  to  the  quarters  of  Davis'  company, 
Giberson  called  Bates'  attention  to  something  he  pre- 
tended to  see  at  a  distance.  Giberson  started  in  another 
direction,  and  being  a  very  fast  runner,  although  Bates 
fired  his  musquet  at  him,  he  made  his  escape.  Davis  on 
being  informed  of  what  happened,  told  Bates  to  try  again 
the  next  night.  Accordingly,  the  next  night  he  went  to  the 
same  house.  While  in  the  act  of  opening  the  door  he 
heard  the  click  of  a  musket  cock,  behind  a  large  tree 
within  a  few  feet  of  him,  and  turning  around,  saw  Giber- 
son just  taking  aim  at  him.  He  dropped  on  his  knees  and 
the  ball  cut  the  rim  of  his  hat.  Giberson  started  to  run, 
but  before  he  had  got  many  rods  Bates  gave  him  a  load 
of  buckshot  which  broke  his  leg.  He  was  well  guarded 
until  he  could  be  removed  with  Lane  to  Burlington 
gaol.71 

According  to  David  Fowler,  this  incident  is  confirmed  by  the 
pension  application  filed  in  1831  by  Benjamin  Bates.  It 
recounts  the  same  incident. 

In  the  month  of  April  1782  he  entered  in  the  sen  ice 
again  in  a  company  commanded  by  Capt.  John  Davis  in 
what  was  called  "the  Egg  Harbour  Guard."  We  were  stati- 
oned at  Chestnut  Neck  on  Little  Egg  Harbour  River  in 
Gloucester  county  and  remained  in  the  Service  till  the 
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month  ol  Decembei  1782.  Oui  business  was  to  watch  the 
Reffugees  and  traders  on  both  sides  ol  the  Rivei  and 
along  the  Sea  Shore. .   .Whilst  1  was  engaged  in  sean  h- 
ing  .1  house  in  which  it  was  said  there  were  some  Reffu- 
g     s,  I  (bund  a  Man  In  the  name  ol  Giberson,  who  was  a 
Noted  Reffugee.  He  made  his  escape  from  the  house, 
ami  got  into  the  woods.  After  searching  .i  long  time  for 
him  1  gave  him  up  and  returned  to  our  quarters.  When  1 
told  Capt  Davis  that  I  had  seen  Giberson,  he  sent  me 
hack  again  to  look  for  him.  Whilst  engaged  in  searching 
for  him,  he  suddenh  jumped  from  behind  a  large  Black 
oak  tree  presented  his  gun  and  tired  at  me.  As  he  pre- 
sented, 1  dropt  down  upon  my  knees,  and  the  load 

ssed  over  me.  without  hurting  me.  He  then  ran.  I  tired 
upon  him.  and  wounded  him  so  that  he  tell,  and  then 
went  up  to  him  and  took  him  prisoner.~: 

The  pension  application  adds  information  about  how  Giber- 
son later  escaped  from  the  Burlington  County  jail  by  chang- 
ing clothes  with  his  sister. 

He  was  afterward  taken  to  the  Burlington  County  Gaol, 

where  he  affected  his  Escape,  his  sister  having  been 
permitted  to  visit  him.  thev  exchanged  clothes.  He  went 
out  and  she  remained  in  prison  and  the  plot  was  not  dis- 
covered  until  he  had  got  too  far  to  be  overtaken.73 

In  the  1921  >s  local  historian  Alfred  M.  Heston  recounted  these 
incidents  in  two  of  his  books.  South  Jersey:  A  History  (1924)  and 
Vaggonjaunts  (1926).7'1  But  he  added  another  incident  to 
the  legend  about  William  Giberson,  which  portraved  him 
more  as  an  outlaw  with  a  heart  of  gold 

It  is  related  that  one  day  a  lad  was  gunning  in  Tuckerton 
Bay,  w  hen  he  was  surprised  bv  the  appearance  of  Giber- 
son and  his  gang  in  a  boat.  They  made  the  bov  a  pri- 
soner and  took  from  him  his  fowling  piece.  Then  they 
ordered  him  to  pilot  them  to  Tuckerton  landing.  Reach- 
ing what  was  called  "scow  landing."  thev  moored  the 
boat  and  went  to  the  tavern  recendv  built  by  Daniel  Fal- 
kenburg.  the  first  inn  keeper  in  Little  Egg  Harbor.  As 
soon  as  the  refugees  reached  the  tavern  they  indulged  in 
a  drunken  revel.  Some  of  the  residents  sent  a  messenger 
to  Manahaukin.  where  there  was  a  company  of  militia. 
and  informed  them  of  the  presence  of  the  refugees  in 
Tuckerton. 

A  squad  of  soldiers  marched  toward  the  place  to  cap- 
ture or  disperse  the  revelers,  but  a  Ton  informed  the 
oudaws  of  their  coming  and  about  the  time  the  militia 


rea  hed  fu<  kerton  die  refugees  Med  to  the  landing  Seiz 
ing  theii  nuns  the)  took  ,m  advantageous  position  in  the 
boat  The  m  1 1  it  1. 1  man  hed  down  Green  Street  low. ii  1 1  the 

landing,  and  as  the)  i  .line  tir.u  the  (  reek,  the  refugees 
pouted  the  contents  ot  iheii  lie.iviK  .  li.it  ged  guns  into 
the  tanks  ot  the  militia  with  SU<  li  lm\  and  |>m  ision  thai 
the  latter  were  toned  to  retreat  followed  b)  the  outlaws, 
who  pursued  them  to  West  (  reek  Seeing  the  retreating 
militia  on  the  opposite'  side  ot  the  i  reek  ( 'iberson  and 
liis  victorious  hand  returned  to  luckerton  to  go  aboard 
their  boat 

When  the)  reached  the  landing  the  ho.it  was  some  dis- 
tance off.  In  their  absence  two  of  their  comrades,  who 
were  too  drunk  to  join  in  the  pursuit  had  become  sober 
enough  to  unmoor  the  boat  and  were  paddling  the  craft 
down  the  creek,  shouting  as  their  companions  came  in 
sight,  "we  are  the  boys  to  hold  the  boat."  The  returning 
outlaws  mistaking  them  for  their  enemies,  ran  along  the 
creek  in  pursuit.  They  fired  and  killed  both  of  the  men 
before  discovering  that  they  were  of  their  own  gang. 
After  this  the  refugees  returned  to  the  tavern  and  fin- 
ished their  debauch.  Before  leaving  Tuckenon.  Giberson 
hunted  up  the  boy  from  whom  he  had  taken  the  gun. 
returned  it  to  him  and  also  presented  him  with  a  Spanish 
dollar.75 

Thus  in  the  nineteenth  century  William  Giberson  was  consi- 
dered a  ruthless  outlaw,  albeit  colorful  by  virtue  of  his 
strength,  agility,  and  daring;  in  the  twentieth  century  he 
began  to  be  considered  more  of  a  Robin  Hood  character. 

The  same  process  occurred  with  Joseph  Mulliner.  The 
Mulliners  were  an  English  family  that  came  to  Little  Egg 
Harbor  before  the  Revolutionary  War.  Joseph  Mulliner  left 
no  progeny,  but  his  brother  Moses  Mulliner  married  Man 
Holden  and  their  children  married  into  the  Shourds.  Mathis. 
and  Ridgwav  families.76  In  1781  Joseph  Mulliner  was  arrested 
for  treason.  He  was  tried  bv  the  Burlington  County  Court  of 
Oyer  and  Terminer,  convicted,  and  hanged.  In  his  own  day 
he  was  considered  a  rogue  by  both  Whigs  and  Tories.  For 
example,  the  Sew  Jersey  Gazette  on  August  8.  1781.  reported 
about  his  trial  as  follows: 

At  a  special  court  held  in  Burlington,  a  certain  Joseph 
Mulliner.  of  Egg-Harbour,  was  convicted  of  high  treason, 
and  is  sentenced  to  be  hanged  this  day.  This  fellow  had 
become  the  terror  of  that  part  of  the  country.  He  had 
made  a  practice  of  burning  houses,  robbing  and  plun- 
dering all  who  fell  in  his  way,  so  that  when  he  came  to 
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Setting  of  the  novel  Kate  Aylesford,  Pleasant  Mills,  New  Jersey. 
Photograph  by  William  Augustine.  Courtesy  of  the  Donald  A  Sinclair 
Spinal  Collections,  Alexander  Library,  Rutgers  University 


trial  ii  appeared  that  the  whole  country,  both  whigs  and 
tones,  were  his  enemies." 

However,  in  the  twentieth  century,  stories  in  local  histories 
about  Mulliner  became  more  elaborate.  Heston  described 
him  as  "a  young  man  of  good  address  and  attractive  personal 
appearance'"  who  "wore  an  officer's  uniform,  with  a  ponder- 
ous sword  at  his  side  and  a  brace  of  pistols  in  his  belt."  78 
Furthermore.  Heston  wrote.  "Mulliner  had  a  dog  to  whose 
neck  he  attached  an  ingeniously  constructed  collar,  and  hav- 
ing trained  the  dog  as  a  courier,  when  he  wished  to  commun- 
icate with  his  wife — and  through  her  with  some  of  his  absent 
band — he  would  write  a  message,  fasten  it  to  the  collar  and 
then  start  the  dog  across  the  river."  79  After  his  execution. 
Heston  states.  Mulliner  was  buried  at  Pleasant  Mills,  but  in 
I860  his  bones  were  exhumed  and  reburied  at  the  Batsto  Iron 
Works.  Local  historian  Henry  Charlton  Beck  noted  in  1947 
that  it  was  claimed  that  Mulliner  was  "hanged  in  three  places 
and  buried  in  two."  80 

In  the  hands  of  Henry  Charlton  Beck,  Joseph  Mulliner 
became  a  handsome  rogue  who  would  show  up  unan- 
nounced at  parties  at  country  inns  and  dance  with  the  pretti- 
est girls. 

It  was  a  stormy  night  and  dark  when  Joe  suddenly 
appeared,  his  countenance  radiant  with  rain  and  his 
smile  revealing  two  rows  of  perfect  teeth.  As  someone 
gasped.  "Joe  Mulliner,"  the  fiddler  stopped  and  the 
dancers,  moving  in  the  dim-lit  parlor  of  the  inn.  shuffled 
uncertainly.  Mulliner  instantly  made  a  demand  that  the 
music  go  on  and  that  the  best-looking  girl  step  out  to 
dance  with  him. 

It  was  an  old  demand  and  dancers  of  all  the  old  towns 
and  their  stage-stop  hotels  were  used  to  it.  But  though 
buxom  damsels  afterward  boasted  a  dance  with  Mulliner 
they  never  willingly  answered  his  invitations.  On  this 
occasion  there  was  considerable  reluctance.  Swains  held 
their  girls  tight  and  then  Mulliner.  whipping  out  his 
shooting-iron,  gave  the  men  a  minute  to  disappear. 

It  is  a  story  that  has  been  worn  with  much  handling 
but  not  vet  has  it  been  called  a  fable.  A  timid  dancer,  a 
chap  perhaps  who  had  been  trying  for  many  years  to  get 
up  the  nerve  to  dance,  staved  in  the  room  and  defied  the 
gang  leader. 

"My,  my,"  laughed  Mulliner.  surprised,  "And  have  all 
the  bold  fellows  vanished,  have  all  the  hawks  fled  to 
cover,  leaving  this  chicken-hearted  fool  among  the 
wenches?" 


He  of  the  alleged  chicken  heart  dropped  the  hand  of 
his  partner  and  swung  his  own  flatlv  across  the  hue  of 
the  intruder.  Instead  of  firing.  Mulliner  laughed  long 
and  loud.  Then  he  shook  hands,  declaring  that  so  fear- 
less "a  little  bantam"  must  have  the  best  girl  present.  And 
taking  the  shipper's  partner,  he  danced  a  round  or  two 
and  vanished  into  the  night.81 

According  to  Beck.  Mulliner  was  captured  while  dancing  with 
a  girl  at  one  of  these  taverns. 

The  most  famous  incident  associated  with  Joseph  Mulliner 
was  the  burning  of  the  Widow  Bates's  house.  It  was  cited  bv 
Beck,  but  even  before  him  it  was  mentioned  in  a  local  historv 
of  Pleasant  Mills,  as  follows: 

A  widow  named  Bates  owned  a  small  farm  near  the 
Forks.  She  was  a  large,  masculine  appearing  woman,  of 
fearless  disposition  and  an  ardent  patriot.  She  had  eight 
sons,  four  of  whom  were  serving  in  the  American  army; 
the  others,  being  too  young  for  military  dun.  assisted  her 
in  tilling  the  little  farm  which  vielded  them  a  comfortable 
livelihood  Among  her  household  goods  were  some 
pieces  of  rare  old  furniture  and  a  service  of  silver  plate 
which  was  highly  prized  as  a  family  heirloom.  Mrs.  Bates 
was  a  faithful  church  member  and  regularly  attended 
sen  ices  at  the  log  meeting  house.  Returning  from  meet- 
ing one  Sunday  afternoon  she  found  her  home  in  pos- 
session of  Mulliner's  gang,  though  Mulliner  himself  was 
not  with  them.  They  had  ransacked  the  house  and 
helped  themselves  freely  to  her  pigs  and  poultry  and 
among  the  plunder  made  up  to  be  carried  away  she  saw 
her  precious  silverware.  This  was  too  much  and  stepping 
forward  the  undaunted  woman  loosed  the  vials  of  her 
wrath  and  gave  the  band  a  tenific  tongue  lashing. 

"Silence  madam."  said  the  leader  somewhat  nettled  bv 
her  fierce  tirade,  "silence  or  we'll  lav  vour  d — d  house  in 
ashes." 

"Twould  be  an  act  worthy  of  cowardly  curs  like  you," 
snapped  the  widow,  "you  mav  burn  my  house,  but  vou'll 
never  stop  mv  mouth  while  there's  breath  in  my  body." 

One  of  the  refugees  entered  the  house,  took  a  fire- 
brand from  the  hearth  and  applied  it  to  the  building. 
With  equal  promptitude.  Mrs.  Bates  seized  a  pail  of  water 
and  dashed  it  on  the  rising  flame  while  her  boys  like 
sturdy  little  patriots  assailed  the  enemv  with  a  vollev  of 
stones;  their  pluck  however,  availed  but  little,  thev  were 
speedilv  seized  and  held  fast  while  the  mother  was 
dragged  across  the  road  and  bound  to  a  tree.  The  house 
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\s.\-*  again  Bred  and  the  famil)  compelled  to  look  lielp- 
lessl)  on  until  it  was  entirely  consumed.  They  were  then 

released  and  the  refugees  departed  with  their  booty. 
The  stor\  of  Mrs.  Bates'  misfortune  spread  far  and 
wide,  a  host  of  friends  came  to  her  assistance,  and  in  a 
few  days  a  roomy  log  house  stood  on  the  site  of  the 
burned  dwelling.  Sympathetic  neighbors  donated  furni- 
ture sufficient  to  fit  it  up  snugly  and  affairs  at  the  little 
farm  went  on  prett\  much  as  before.  A  few  weeks  later 
Mrs.  Bates  received  the  sum  of  three  hundred  dollars 
from  some  unknown  person  and  it  was  always  her  belief 
that  Mulliner  had  taken  this  means  of  atoning  in  some 
degree  for  the  misdeeds  of  his  followers.8'2 

What  is  especially  interesting  about  this  account  is  that  the 
incident  of  the  burning  of  the  Widow  Bates's  house  first 
appears  in  a  1855  novel  titled  Kate  Aylesford,  written  by  Charles 
J.  Peterson  of  Pleasant  Mills.  It  is  subtitled  A  Story  of  the 
Refugees,  and  it  contains  a  character  thought  to  be  based  on 
Joseph  Mulliner.  The  character's  name,  though,  was  Ned 
Arrison.  which  sounds  like  he  might  have  been  based  more 
on  William  Giberson  than  Joseph  Mulliner.  As  we  have  seen, 
Bates  was  the  name  of  the  man  who  captured  Giberson.  Be 
that  as  it  may,  the  character  of  Arrison  is  anything  but  a  Robin 
Hood.  He  is  described  as  "a  short,  thick-set  man  . . .  with  a 
countenance  which  had  never  been  pleasing,  but  was  now 
embruited  b\  intemperance  and  other  vices."  He  owns  a 
ferocious  bloodhound  named  Lion,  and  he  plots  to  kidnap 


the  heroine,  Kate  Aylesford.  She  is  rescued  by  the  hero  of  the 
novel,  an  American  officer  named  Major  Gordon.  In  the 
novel  the  Widow  Bates's  house  was  robbed  and  set  afire  while 
she  was  at  meeting,  but  Ned  Arrison  does  not  return  to  make 
compensation.  As  one  character  says  about  Arrison,  "Nobody 
but  a  villain  would  rob  the  widow  and  the  orphan.  Especially  a 
soldier's  widow.  It  could  only  have  been  the  refugees."  83 

The  fact  that  Mulliner  became  known  as  a  dancer  at  coun- 
try inns  may  have  been  inspired  by  an  incident  in  the  novel. 
There  is  a  scene  set  in  a  "country  tavern"  in  which  the 
clientele  were  mostly  "boisterous  tars"  from  the  privateers 
lying  in  the  bay  and  several  countrymen  from  the  small  farms 
in  the  interior.  A  black  fiddler  played  while  a  storm  raged 
outside.  There  developed  a  dance  contest  between  a  sailor 
and  a  countryman  in  which  they  danced  the  "time  honored 
dance,  which  is  known  to  the  initiated  as  a  'Jersey  Four.'  "  The 
country  man  outdanced  the  seaman.84  Then  again,  dancing  in 
the  country  inns  of  the  Pines  was  common  knowledge.  In 
1889  Gustav  Kobbe  commented  as  follows: 

In  the  old  days,  when  the  furnaces  were  in  operation, 
numerous  taverns  were  scattered  through  the  pines. 
They  were  called  "jug  taverns,"  because  their  entire 
stock-in-trade  usually  consisted  of  a  jug  of  apple-jack,  out 
of  which,  however,  the  proprietor  would  pour  any  liquid 
refreshment  called  for,  ranging  from  lemonade  to 
brandv.  and  even  mixed  potables. . . .  The  chief  amuse- 
ments in  those  days  were  huckleberry  parties  in  summer 
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George  Crummel  piling  pine  saplings  on  his  charcoal  pit  at 
Jenkins  Neck,  New  Jersey,  about  1949.  Photograph  by  William 
Augustine.  Courtesy  of  the  Donald  A.  Sinclair  Special  Collections, 

Alexander  Library,  Rutgers  University 


and  oyster  suppers  in  winter.  The  latter  were  held  in  the 
taverns  and  were  preceded  and  followed  by  dancing.  A 
fiddler  enthroned  in  a  chair,  which  had  been  elevated 
on  to  a  table,  scraped  away  at  "Hi,  Bettv  Martin,"  "Camp- 
town  Races,"  and  the  "Straight  Four,"  dances  which  were 
perhaps  varied  by  a  "challenge  jig"  between  two  experts 
of  the  Pines.  When  the  fiddler  disappeared  under  the 
table,  as  he  invariably  did,  the  girls  sang  the  airs  and 
dancing  continued  all  the  same.85 

It  is  not  unusual  for  an  incident  from  a  novel  to  become 
pan  of  legend.  Henry  Glassie  showed  the  same  process  in 
regard  to  the  so-called  "rapparees,"  members  of  the  Irish 
Brigade  during  the  Williamite  War,  who  took  to  the  hills  to  rob 
from  the  rich  and  give  to  the  poor.  Glassie  collected  tales 
about  two  rapparees.  Black  Francis  and  Willy  Reilly.  which 
originally  appeared  in  a  novel  titled  Willy  Reilly  and  His  Dear 
Coleen  Bawn,  written  by  William  Carleton  about  1855.  Glassies 
informant  Hugh  Nolan  "reorganized  and  recomposed  the 
novel."  86  A  similar  process  appears  to  have  been  at  work  with 
the  local  historians  writing  about  Joseph  Mulliner  and  Wil- 
liam Giberson.  Generally  considered  rogues  in  the  nine- 
teenth century,  these  men  were  reshaped  as  Robin  Hood 
heroes  in  the  twentieth  century. 

The  parts  of  the  legend  about  Indians  and  blacks  are 
related.  The  Indian  population  of  New  Jersey  was  esti- 
mated at  about  ten  thousand  in  the  precontact  period.87 
The  Indians  who  ended  up  on  the  Brotherton  Reservation  at 
what  is  now  Indian  Mills  in  Burlington  County  were  primarily 
from  central  New  Jersey.  By  the  mid-eighteenth  century  they 
resided  at  two  locations— at  Bethel  orCranbury  in  Middlesex 
County  and  at  Crosswicks  in  Mercer  County.  In  1746  David 
Brainerd,  a  Presbyterian  minister  to  the  Indians  at  Cross- 
wicks, estimated  that  there  were  about  one  hundred  fifty 
Lenape  Indians  there.88  The  Brotherton  Reservation  was 
established  in  1758  against  the  backdrop  of  the  French  and 
Indian  War.  In  1759  Gov.  Francis  Bernard  wrote  that  the 
number  of  Indians  at  Brotherton  "does  not  amount  to  '200  & 
when  We  have  gathered  together  all  in  the  province  they  will 
not  be  300."  S9  The  implication  was  that  not  all  the  Lenape  in 
New  Jersey  lived  on  the  Brotherton  Reservation.  There  was. 
for  example,  a  small  group  residing  "off  reservation"  at  Wee- 
pink,  about  ten  miles  north  of  Brotherton  near  present  Yincen- 
town.  The  population  at  Brotherton  declined  rapidly  during 
the  existence  of  the  reservation.  In  1774  Governor  William 
Franklin  reported  the  population  as  between  fifty  and  sixty.90 


In  1802  when  the  reservation  was  disbanded,  a  report  to  the 
governor  mentioned  sixty-three  adults  had  rights  to  the  tract."' 
It  is  reported  that  seventy  to  eighty  Lenape  moved  from 
Brotherton  to  New  Stockbridge,  New  York,  in  that  year." 

By  the  time  of  the  creation  of  the  Brotherton  Reservation, 
many  of  the  Lenape  had  adopted  European  surnames.  The 
surnames  of  at  least  those  Indians  who  were  representatives 
at  various  treaty  conferences  are  known.93  Many  of  these 
same  names  appear  on  the  land  deeds  during  the  same 
period.94 

A  number  of  writers  on  the  subject  argue  that  not  all  the 
Lenape  left  Newjersey  with  the  Brotherton  Indians.93  In  the 
nineteenth  century  various  individuals  and  groups  claiming 
Indian  ancestry  began  to  appear  on  the  fringes  of  the  Pine 
Barrens.  Their  surnames  were  not  the  same  as  the  known 
surnames  of  the  Lenape  Indians.  These  individuals  and 
groups  were  mostly  listed  in  the  nineteenth-centurv  manu- 
script censuses  as  "black"  or  "mulatto." 

One  such  person  was  George  Crummel.  According  to 
Robert  J.  Sim  and  Ham  B.  Weiss,  George  H.  Crummel  was 
born  in  the  neighborhood  of  Sykesville  and  was  a  collier  most 
of  his  life.  His  father,  George  Henry  Crummel,  came  from  the 
vicinity  of  Hornerstown  and  died  about  1915.  The  family  was 
said  to  be  descended  from  Indians.96  However,  the  1880 
manuscript  census  lists  a  George  H.  "Cromwell,"  age  twelve, 
residing  with  his  parents  Charles  and  Phoebe  Cromwell  in 
Eatontown  Township  in  Monmouth  County.  Their  race  was 
listed  as  "black."  97  The  1830  census  lists  no  Crummels  but 
includes  Cromwells  as  "free  Negro  heads  of  families"  in 
Burlington  and  Monmouth  counties.98  A  black  named  Oliver 
(  romwell  of  Burlington  County  served  as  a  private  in  the  New 
Jersev  Continental  Line  from  1777  to  1781.  He  fought  at  the 
battles  of  Trenton,  Brandywine,  Princeton.  Monmouth,  and 
Yorktown.99 

Another  person  who  claimed  to  be  an  Indian  was  a  woman 
named  "Indian  Ann."  She  was  a  familiar  figure  in  Yincen- 
town  and  Medford  around  the  turn  of  the  century.  She  sup- 
ported herself  by  making  baskets  and  picking  cranberries  and 
blueberries.  One  account  mentions  that  she  was  the  daughter 
of  Ash  Tamar,  a  Rancocas  Indian,  and  was  born  on  John 
Woolman's  farm  on  the  northern  side  of  the  Rancocas 
Creek.100  Another  source  indicates  that  her  father  was  Chief 
Elisha  Moses  Ashatama,  who  lived  at  the  time  of  the  War  of 
1812  in  Egg  Harbor.  Her  mother  was  said  to  be  a  Quaker 
named  Margaret.  Ann  Ashatama  was  married  two  times.  Her 
first  husband  was  Peter  Green,  and  her  second  husband  was 
John  Roberts,  a  black.101  Ann  Roberts  was  listed  in  the  1880 
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James  Still,  the  "doctor  of  the  Pines,"  from  Medford,  New  Jersey. 
From  Early  Recollection*  and  Life  of  />.  James  Still,  1812-1885  (1H77; 
reprint,  Medford,  N.J.:  Medford  Historical  Society,  1971) 


manuscript  census  as  living  in  Shamong  Township.  Her  race 
was  listed  as  "Indian"  and  her  age  was  eighty-seven.  But  her 
place  of  birth  was  listed  as  New  York,  which  was  also  indicated 
as  the  place  of  birth  of  her  father  and  her  mother.102  Thus, 
while  she  was  an  Indian,  it  is  not  clear  that  she  was  a  Lenape 
Indian.  Her  will,  dated  1884,  mentions  three  sons,  three 
daughters,  and  her  house  and  land  in  Shamong.103 

The  one  black  family  name  that  shows  up  on  the  list  of 
names  of  known  Lenape  Indians  was  that  of  a  family  that  did 
not  claim  Indian  ancestry.  That  name  was  Still.  James  Still, 
who  was  known  as  the  "Doctor  of  the  Pines"  because  of  his 
practice  of  folk  medicine  in  the  Medford  vicinity,  wrote  that 
his  mother  and  father.  Charity  and  Levin  Still,  were  former 
slaves  both  born  in  Man  land.  However,  Still  also  wrote:  "Our 
nearest  neighbors  were  an  Indian  family,  the  name  of  whose 
head  was  Job  Moore.  His  eldest  son  was  named  Job,  and  he 
and  I  were  very  social.  We  played  together  and  fished  and 
hunted  when  opportunity  would  admit."  104  Furthermore,  he 
wrote,  "I  was  also  afraid  of  Indian  Job.  He  was  a  tall  man,  I 
think  six  feet  and  six  inches  high.  He  would  often  get  drunk, 
and  go  whooping  about  in  Indian  fashion,  which  was  a  great 
terror  to  me."105 

There  were  two  groups  that  lived  on  the  fringes  of  the  Pine 
Barrens  that  claim  Indian  ancestry.  One  group  resided  in 
Monmouth  County  in  two  locations:  at  Reewtown  in  what  is 
today  Tinton  Falls  and  at  Sand  Hill  in  what  is  today  Neptune. 
Collectively,  they  are  known  as  the  "Sand  Hill  Indians."  The 
surnames  associated  with  this  group  include  Reew.  Richard- 
son, and  Crummel.  The  Ree\y,  Richardson,  and  Cromwell 
families  were  listed  in  the  1830  census  as  "free  Negro  heads  of 


families."  106  Their  descendants  claim  that  the  census  listed 
many  Indians  as  black.  The  other  group  was  the  Gouldtown 
settlement  near  Bridgeton  in  Cumberland  County.  The  sur- 
names here  include  Could,  Pierce,  and  Murray.  These  fami- 
lies also  were  listed  in  the  1830  census  as  black.1"7  Long 
considered  a  free  black  community,  they  are  now  calling 
themselves  Nanticoke  Indians.  For  some  time  they  have  had 
marital  and  social  ties  with  the  Moors  and  Nanticokes,  two 
racially  mixed  groups  in  Delaware.  The  surnames  Harmon 
and  Ridgeway  seem  to  have  entered  the  group  through 
intermarriage  with  the  Moors  and  Nanticokes.108 

The  Gouldtown  settlement  is  especially  interesting  because 
of  a  legend  about  its  origins.  According  to  a  tradition  going 
back  to  Johnson's  History  of  Femvick's  Colony,  published  in 
1839,  the  community  descends  from  an  illicit  union  between 
John  Fenwick's  granddaughter,  Elizabeth  Adams,  and  a  black 
named  Could.  The  following  clause  in  John  Fenwick's  will 
was  cited  as  confirmation: 

Item,  I  do  except  against  Elizabeth  Adams  of  having  any 
ye  leaste  part  of  my  estate,  unless  the  Lord  open  her  eyes 
to  see  her  abominable  transgression  against  him,  me 
and  her  good  father  bv  giving  her  true  repentence,  and 
forsaking  yt.  Black  yt.  hath  been  ye  ruin  of  her,  and 
becoming  penitent  for  her  sins;  upon  yt.  condition  only  I 
do  will  and  require  my  executors  to  settle  five  hundred 
acres  of  land  upon  her.109 

The  Pierce  family  was  said  to  descend  from  two  mulattoes 
named  Anthony  and  Richard  Pierce  who  came  to  New  Jersey 
from  the  West  Indies.  According  to  tradition,  thev  paid  the 
passage  from  Holland  of  two  Dutch  sisters  named  Marie  and 
Hannah  Van  Aca,  whom  thev  eventually  married.110  The 
Murray  family  claimed  Indian  ancestry.  According  to  Steward 
and  Stewart,  "the  first  Murray  of  whom  there  is  a  trace  in  the 
vicinity  of  the  earliest  settlement  of  Gouldtown.  was  Othniel 
Murray.  He  claimed  to  be  a  Lenapee  or  Siconesse  Indian,  and 
came  from  Cape  May  Count).  The  Lenapees  resided  in  the 
locality  of  Cohansey  (or  Bridgeton)  and  had  quite  a  settle- 
ment at  what  became  known  as  the  Indian  Fields,  at  a  run  still 
known  as  Indian  Field  Run."  U1 

Several  black  communities  in  the  Pines  also  had  individuals 
who  claimed  Indian  ancestry.  Herbert  Halpert  collected  folk- 
lore in  three  small  black  settlements:  one  at  Whiting,  another 
near  Cookstown,  and  the  third  near  Toms  River.  One  of  his 
informants,  Oliver  Minnev,  said  he  was  half  Indian,  half  Irish. 
His  father,  Charles  Minnev,  Sr..  was  supposedly  a  full-blooded 
Indian.112 
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Indian  Vnn's  house  ai  Dingietown  in  Shamong  township, 
Burtington  County,  New  |ersey,  about  1949  Photograph  by  William 
' onalc   I   s     lah  Sptdal  CoUtctions, 


The  pans  nl  the  legend  aboul  Quakers.  I  oxaltsts,  |)ii\.i 
leers,  ami  Pine  Robbers  seem  lobe  based  on  a  kernel  oi 
truth,  the  pans  about  pirates  ami  Hessians  seem  to  be 
untrue,  and  the  pan  about  the  Lenape  Indians  cannot  be 
proven.  More  important,  however,  than  whethei  the  legend  is 
true  or  not  is  tin-  feci  that  people  believed  it  to  be  true.  1  he 
legend  reveals  much  about  the  attitudes  of  outsiders  toward 
the  people  of  the  Tine  Ban  ens.  These  attitudes  went  through 
a  change  from  the  nineteenth  century  to  the  twentieth 
century. 

The  negative  image  ol  tin-  residents  of  the  New  Jersey 
seacoast  and  Pine  Barrens,  according  to  DavidJ.  Fowler,  was  a 
reflection  of  a  general  stereotype  of  forest  dwellers  that  can 
he  traced  hack  to  the  seventeenth  century  in  America  and 
even  earlier  in  Britain  and  Europe.1"  In  the  nineteenth 
century  a  strong  element  of  Social  Darwinism  was  added. 
1  his  is  seen  in  the  view  of  the  Pineys  as  socially,  mentally,  and 
morally  inferior  and  in  the  threat  in  the  buried  past  of 
inbreeding  and  miscegenation.  Here  the  legend  reflects  the 
racial  and  social  prejudices  of  the  white  middle  class  in 
nineteenth-centun  America.  In  the  twentieth  centun.  how- 
ever, a  change  occurred,  local  historians  toned  down  the 
sensationalism  of  the  legend  and  took  a  more  romantic  atti- 
tude toward  the  past.  We  see  this  in  the  figure  of  Joseph 
Mulliner.  who  was  considered  an  unpatriotic  rogue  in  the 
nineteenth  centun  hut  was  made  into  a  colorful  Robin  Hood 
hero  in  the  twentieth  centun.  Finally,  during  the  ethnic 
revival  of  the  1970s,  descendants  of  the  Gouldtown  settlement 
and  the  "Sand  Hill  Indians"  used  the  legend  as  the  basis  for 
asserting  an  ethnic  identity  as  Indians. 

Henn  (.lassie  has  recently  argued  that  the  distinction 
between  history  and  legend  is  ethnocentric.  "What  we  call 
legends  in  other  societies,"  he  writes,  "are  precisely  what  we 
call  histories  in  our  own."  114  It  is  "snide,"  Glassie  argues,  to 
label  what  other  people  believe  about  the  past  "legend"  and 
what  we  believe  about  the  past  "history."  And  so  he  refers  to 
his  legend-telling  informants  in  the  town  of  Ballymenone  in 
northern  Ireland  as  "historians." 

There  is  one  past  but  many  histories.  We  think  of  one  of 
them — our  own — as  "history"  and  others  as  "folk  histo- 
ries." but  they  are  either  all  histories  or  all  folk  histories. 
All  invoke  collecting  facts  about  the  past  and  arranging 
them  artfully  to  explore  the  problems  of  the  present. 
Academic  historians  create  a  history  appropriate  to  their 
needs,  and  no  less  serious  historians  of  places  like  Bal- 
lvmenone  do  the  same:  they  create  one  that  suits 
theirs.115 


The  legend  about  the  origin  of  the  Pineys,  however,  suggests 
how  important  it  is  to  maintain  the  distinction  between  history 
and  legend.  Rather  than  showing  that  legend  is  really  history, 

it  suggests  that  some  local  history  is  in  fact  legend. 
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THE  ARCHIVES 
SHORES 


By  Archie  Green 


Opposite:  A  selection  of  cylinders  from  the 
.Archive  of  Folk.  Culture 
Above  right:  Robert  W  Gordon  about  1930, 
in  the  southwest  attic  of  the  Thomas 
Jefferson  Building  of  the  Library  of  Con- 
gress, first  home  of  the  Archive  of  Folk 
Culture.  Library  of  Congress 


In  the  mind's  eye  we  see  an  island  as  bounded  by  a  regular  and 
continuous  shoreline,  although  a  careful  look  often  reveals 
discrete  beaches — sandy  or  rocky,  open  or  mysterious,  tran- 
quil or  tempestuous.  Within  American  libraries,  museums, 
and  universities,  archives  often  appear  to  be  peaceful  islands, 
at  a  distance  from  the  mainland,  figurative  retreats  for  docu- 
ment and  disc,  manuscript  and  photograph.  As  a  young  sailor 
during  World  War  II,  I  prepared  for  Pacific  island  hopping  at  James- 
town, Virginia.  Journeying  to  Washington,  D.C.,  while  on  leave,  for  a 
first  visit  to  the  Library  of  Congress,  I  saw  its  Archive  of  American  Folk 
Song  as  a  cool  room  within  an  immense  marble  building.  It  took  me 
three  decades  to  connect  this  room  with  outside  domains  of  political 
tension  and  philosophic  discourse. 

Working  at  the  Library  during  1966,  I  edited  an  album  of  railroad 
songs  from  archival  field  recordings  and  learned  that  tie  tampers  and 
brave  engineers  used  their  chants  and  ballads  variously:  to  pace  work, 
to  commemorate  death,  to  challenge  injustice,  and  to  establish  con- 
sensus. From  1968  to  1976, 1  was  at  the  archive  frequently,  at  times  to 
study  but  mainly  to  prepare  myself  for  visits  to  Senate  and  House 
chambers.  There,  in  office  and  lobby,  I  conducted  a  long  folklife 
"seminar,"  and,  as  the  American  Folklife  Preservation  Act  wound  its 
way  to  presidential  signature  in  1976, 1  had  ample  time  to  puzzle  over 
the  archive's  complexity. 

In  time,  we  shall  have  a  full  history  of  the  American  Folklife  Center, 
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Top  left:  George  Lyman  Kittredge.  Courtesy  oj  the  Harvard  I  'niversu) 

Archives 

Bottom  left:  Barrett  Wendell.  Courtesy  of  the  Harvard  University 

Archives 

Opposite:  Robert  Gordon  at  an  archaeological  dig  about  1922, 

probably  in  the  Marin  Gounty,  Galifornia,  area.  Courtesy  of  the 

Randal  \'.  Mills  Memorial  Archive  of  Xorthwest  Folklore,  University  of 

Oregon 


its  germinal  course  and  even  dav  achievements.  Here.  I  want 
to  consider  the  visions  of  three  widely  different  individuals 
whose  energies  are  now  integral  to  the  center:  Robert 
Winslow  Gordon  (1888-1961),John  Averv  Lomax  (1867-1948), 
and  Horace  Meyer  Kallen  (1882-1974).  Gordon  and  Lomax 
served,  respectively,  as  first  and  second  heads  of  the  archive; 
whether  or  not  Kallen  ever  visited  it,  I  do  not  know. 

My  choice  of  a  pair  of  insiders  and  of  an  unfamiliar  out- 
sider is  deliberate,  for  an  island's  shores  are  altered  both  by 
wild  storm  and  placid  eddv.  By  invoking  images  of  insularity,  I 
wish  to  explore  the  ideas  which  have  shaped  the  first  public- 
sector  unit  in  the  United  States  devoted  to  folksong,  folklore, 
and  folklife. 

We  generally  trace  the  origins  of  the  American  ballad  quest 
to  literary  studies  by  Harvard's  Francis  James  Child  and  see 
behind  him  a  line  of  rhetoricians  and  antiquarians.  Inspiring 
the  trio  of  Gordon.  Lomax.  and  Kallen  was  another  Harvard 
professor.  Barrett  Wendell.  Himself  uninvolved  in  folksong 
study,  Wendell  was  a  gentleman,  eccentric,  patriot,  and  ton. 
engaged  in  ambivalent  floundering  between  orthodoxv  and 
heterodoxy.  For  him,  American  literature  at  its  best  derived 
from  Mother  England,  and  remote  regions  bevond  the  Berk- 
shires  produced  only  inferior  writing.  Yet  this  Brahmin,  in 
asking  his  students  to  consider  literature  in  relation  to  their 
experience,  touched  in  them  deep  feelings  of  particularity 
and  pluralism. 

Looking  back  at  his  own  odyssey.  John  Lomax  saw  his 
beginning  at  the  Archive  of  American  Folk  Song  in  the  initial 
encouragement  to  collect  given  him  by  Professors  Barrett 
Wendell  and  George  Lyman  Kittredge  at  Hanard.  Lomax 
dedicated  his  autobiography.  Adventures  of  a  Ballad  Hunter 
(1947).  to  Wendell:  previously,  this  teacher  had  written  a  warm 
introduction  for  his  student's  first  book.  Cowboy  Songs  and 
Other  Frontier  Ballads  (1910).  Over  the  years,  Lomax  enjoved 
telling,  and  perhaps  embroidering,  his  calling's  opening  tale. 

As  a  Texas  farm  boy  in  Bosque  Countv.  Lomax  had  heard 
night-herding  cowbovs  singing.  Leaving  home  for  college,  he 
carried  secretly  a  roll  of  trail  songs  in  his  trunk  At  the  Univer- 
sity of  Texas,  when  a  distinguished  philologist  dismissed 
these  as  "tawdry,  cheap  and  unworthy,"  Lomax,  in  shame, 
burned  the  packet.  Years  later,  in  advanced  work  at  Han  ard, 
when  Wendell  encouraged  his  respect  for  cowboy  song,  the 
Texan  felt  a  phoenix  rising  from  ashes. 

Coivboy  So7igs  carried  a  prefatory  message  from  "Teddv" 
Roosevelt  which  closed,  "It  is  ...  of  real  importance  to  pre- 
sen  e  permanently  this  unwritten  ballad  literature  of  the  back 
countn  and  the  frontier."  In  the  book's  introduction.  Wendell 
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complemented  the  sentiment,  "I  commend  [cowboy  ballads] 
to  all  who  care  for  the  native  poetry  of  America."  The  linked 
phrases  "back  country,"  "unwritten  literature,"  and  "native 
poetry"  seem  commonplace  today  but  were  provocative  in 
1910.  At  that  time,  many  leaders  in  academic  and  governmen- 
tal circles  judged  the  collecting  of  folksong  as  a  peripheral 
activity. 

Accordingly,  pioneers  like  Gordon  and  Lomax  engaged  in 
a  double  mission — asserting  that  American  literature  was 
more  than  a  branch  of  English  letters  and  asserting  as  well 
the  vitality  of  folk  literature  within  American  life.  In  this 
sense,  folklorists,  no  matter  how  closely  they  held  to  main- 
stream ideological  positions,  advocated  the  merit  of  expres- 
sion by  neglected  people. 

In  Washington  in  1933,  John  Lomax  picked  up  the  tasks  of 
the  archive's  creator,  Robert  Gordon.  Despite  differences  in 
personality,  both  men  were  in  substantial  agreement  on  mat- 
ters of  then-current  ballad  theory.  An  obvious  contrast 
between  the  pair  lav  in  the  ability  of  Lomax  to  tell  his  story 
dramatically  in  print  and  from  platform,  while  Gordon 
remained  largely  mute,  unable  to  publish  his  collectanea  in  a 
major  book  or  to  pen  an  autobiographical  account. 

Gordon's  tenure  at  the  Library  was  brief  running  from 
1928  to  the  trough  of  the  Depression.  1932.  Unfortunately,  the 
Librarian  of  Congress,  Herbert  Putnam,  and  the  chief  of  the 
Music  Division,  Carl  Engel,  failed  to  understand  their  archi- 
vist. At  first,  all  three  shared  a  grand  vision  of  a  national 
folksong  repository,  but  Gordon  was  too  much  a  bobcat  to  be 
tamed  in  a  stone  cage.  He  saw  himself  as  a  creative  scientist; 
his  supervisors  needed  a  bureau-builder.  When  the  private 
funds  that  created  the  position  were  exhausted,  Putnam 
ended  Gordon's  appointment.  The  blow  haunted  Gordon 
until  his  death,  and  for  decades  he  worked  quietlv  as  a  techni- 
cal editor  in  the  Washington  area.  Only  recentlv  has  Debora 
Kodish  told  the  story  in  an  article  for  the  Quarterly Journal  of  the 
Library  of  Congress  and  reported  Gordon's  unselfish  public 
contribution. 

Gordon,  born  a  Maine  Yankee,  seemed  to  take  to  mechani- 
cal devices  as  readily  as  Lomax  had  to  cowboy  song.  At 
Harvard,  between  1906  and  1917,  Gordon  tinkered  with 
cameras,  cylinder  recorders,  and  early  radio  sets,  preparing  himself 
for  eventual  field  work  while  teaching  at  the  University  of 
California.  Berkeley.  With  an  Oakland  Tribune  reporter,  he 
sought  chanties  from  the  few  windjammer  crews  still  sailing 
through  the  (.olden  Gate.  Gordon  developed  rapport  with 
shellbacks  and  stevedores,  no  matter  whether  all  their  poetry 


conformed  to  canons  of  ballad  scholarship.  Waterfront 
workers  remembered  him  as  "the  guy  with  the  derbv  hat  and 
the  phonograph." 

Many  hands  hammered  out  the  archive's  governing  con- 
cept, the  intrinsic  worth  of  folksong  within  American  letters. 
Enlightened  readers  shared  the  ballad's  glamour  b\  reading 
Bishop  Thomas  Percy  and  Sir  Walter  Scott.  At  home,  authors 
such  as  Irving,  Cooper,  Hawthorne,  and  Twain  decolonized 
literature  by  attention  to  local  legend.  George  Caleb  Bingham 
and  William  Sidney  Mount — steeped  in  Jacksonian  democ- 
racy— depicted  on  canvas  homespun  fiddlers  on  flatboats 
and  at  barn  dances.  Joel  Chandler  Hams  popularized  Uncle 
Remus's  animal  tales;  the  Fiskjubilee  Singers  canned  spiritu- 
als north;  Scott  Joplin  emblazoned  ragtime  coast  to  coast: 
W  C.  Handy  placed  blues  sheet  music  in  many  parlors.  Bv  the 
time  Gordon  arrived  at  the  Library,  a  w  ide  audience  had  been 
prepared  to  receive  the  songs  of  camp  meeting  and  campfire. 
of  hill  and  range. 

Gordon  sought  machines  both  to  discover  and  to  extend 
such  expression  and  was  eager  in  his  acceptance  of  technol- 
ogy. For  a  century  collectors  have  used  sound-recording 
equipment  and  cameras  in  the  field  and  have  issued  their 
findings  in  many  forms.  But  the  problem  inherent  within  the 
cylinder  or  disc  machine,  the  perforated  film  track,  or  the 
magnetic  tape  and  cassette  is  that  all  these  instruments  docu- 
ment tradition  and  at  the  same  time  distort  and  interfere  with 
it.  Hence,  by  definition,  sound  apparatus  stands  like  Janus 
facing  antiquity  and  modernity.  Because  technology  pre- 
serves vernacular  music  in  its  subtle  nuances  and  also  cor- 
rodes tradition,  robbing  the  folk  of  treasures,  scholars  have 
been  made  uneasy  by  "talking  machines"  and  "canned 
music."  Gordon  escaped  such  anxiety  because  of  faith  in 
science.  Not  only  was  he  ahead  of  many  peers  in  his  sheer 
facility  with  recording  equipment — taking  to  it  as  an  exten- 
sion of  his  senses — but  he  reached  out,  during  the  Library 
years,  to  acquire  commercial  discs  of  folk  music  from  Victor 
and  sister  firms. 

Barrett  Wendell's  influence  on  John  Lomax  is  treated  in 
both  their  writings;  however,  I  have  not  found  similar  refer- 
ences suggesting  a  dialogue  between  Gordon  and  his  profes- 
sors on  recording  or  photographic  devices.  I  am  curious  to 
learn  whether  anv  earlv  ballad  scholars  prepared  students  to 
collect  old  lore  with  new  gear,  already  on  the  market,  or 
discouraged  the  use  of  these  tools  because  they  distorted  folk 
material.  When  did  it  become  proper  to  teach  "the  ballad" 
with  a  mechanical  phonograph  or  a  motion-picture  projector 
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in  the  classroom?  When  did  school  teachers  turn  to  the 
Library's  Archive  of  Folk  Song  for  field  recordings  as  instruc- 
tional aids? 

I  think  that  Cordon  sensed  no  ambivalence  about  the 
"progress"  implied  by  recorder  or  camera.  In  his  cosmos, 
folksong  represented  truth,  roots,  authenticity.  Hence,  a 
device  which  lengthened  an  old  folksong's  life  glowed  in 
reflected  light.  But  what  if  the  same  device  shortened  life? 
L  m n g  c(  mtemporan  judgment,  we  suggest  that  Gordon  antici- 
pated neither  that  a  phonograph  might  level  traditional  walls. 
nor  that  it  might  help  enclaved  groups  in  their  counter- 
hegemonic  wall-raising.  Those  folklorists  only  aware  of  the 
homogenizing  thrust  in  mechanical  apparatus  have  not 
observed  that  the  wide  extension  of  inexpensive  recording 
and  playback  equipment  has  given  local  citizens  a  bit  of 
control  in  holding  at  bay  society's  robots. 

The  matter  of  understanding  all  facets  of  the  recording 
process  surfaces  presently  within  the  Folklife  Center  as  it 
reissues  Omaha  Indian  (and  other  tribal)  music  "caught" 
about  (and  after)  1896.  Clearlv.  these  "curiosities"  function  as 


revitalizing  factors  in  present-day  Omaha  life.  Records,  thus, 
advance  ongoing  campaigns  for  cultural  equity.  We  feel  it 
necessary,  with  this  enlarged  sense  of  the  sound  recording's 
contribution,  to  follow  a  single  disc  as  it  moves  away  from 
field  or  studio  and  reenters  the  resilient  community  in  which 
listeners  alter  group  identity.  Ultimately,  we  must  label  early 
cylinders  deposited  in  the  Library  not  as  archaic  toys  but  as 
survival  tools. 

The  Archive  of  American  Folk  Song  retained  its  original 
name  from  1928  through  1955.  when  it  dropped  the  qualifier 
American.  This  shift  marked  response  to  the  fact  that,  before 
World  War  II.  the  collection  had  already  been  broadened  to 
include  international  material.  No  one  in  the  Library-  made  a 
conscious  decision  to  shape  an  inclusive  unit:  rather,  collec- 
tors deposited  disc  and  manuscript  from  remote  lands.  Even 
before  these  items  were  accessioned,  however,  the  word  Amer- 
ican had  become  troublesome  to  the  third  head  of  the  archive, 
Alan  Lomax,  and  to  the  wartime  Librarian  of  Congress, 
Archibald  MacLeish. 
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From  the  inception  of  the  American  Folklore  Societv,  in 
1888,  its  members  agreed  that  lore  in  the  United  States  came 
in  a  babel:  Passamoquoddy,  Papagavo,  Cajun-French, 
Pennsylvania-Dutch,  to  name  a  few  tongues.  Neither  Gordon 
nor  Lomax  remained  immune  to  linguistic  reality,  but,  like 
most  of  their  peers,  they  focused  on  English-language  song.  I 
do  not  mean  to  paint  the  archive's  pioneers  into  too  narrow  a 
corner.  Great  in  enthusiasm,  they  saw  their  public  mission  as 
related  to  Major  John  Wesley  Powell's  ground-breaking 
work  —  speech,  myth,  music,  custom,  artifact  —  in  the  Smith- 
sonian Institution's  Bureau  of  American  Ethnology.  In  Gor- 
don's reach  to  commercial  records,  he  knew  that  foreign- 
series  discs  paralleled  then-current  "race"  and  "hillbilly" 
categories.  In  early  field  work  for  the  Library,  Lomax 
recorded  the  sacred  Mexican  play  "Los  Pastores"  at  San 
Antonio. 

Despite  this  wide  start  in  collecting,  a  limiting  formula 
stunted  the  archive  —  a  nativistic  view  of  Anglo-Saxonism. 
Some  nineteenth-century  collectors  had  used  the  term  pri- 
marily in  philological  reference,  but  others  knew  it  as  a  shib- 
boleth for  purity  of  race  and  imperialistic  policy.  Some  ballad 
scholars  held  an  imbedded  belief  that  Anglo-Saxon  lore  (curi- 
ously, also  tagged  Elizabethan)  was  not  only  quintessenually 
American  but  also  an  antidote  to  Catholic,  Celtic,  alien,  radi- 
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1  eadbell)  standing  at  the  Fence  of  a  prison  compound 
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cal.  or  assorted  dark-skinned  terrors.  Man)  New  England 
jingoists  became  active  in  movements  to  restrict  immigration; 
some  opposed  the  use  ot  institutions  formed  b)  newcomers; 
others  retreated  into  a  state  of  bitter  melancholy,  persuaded 
that  their  America  was  doomed 

Within  folkloric  circles,  the  term  Anglo-Saxon  was  used 
broadh  to  touch  societ)  and  culture.  Po  illustrate.  John 
Lomax  opened  his  "Collectors  Note"  for  Cowboy  Songs: 

Out  in  the  wild,  far-awa)  places  of  the  big  and  still 
unpeopled  west  —  in  the  canons  along  the  Rock)  Moun- 
tains, among  the  mining  camps  of  Nevada  and  Montana, 
and  on  the  remote  cattle  ranches  of  Texas,  New  Mexico, 
and  Arizona  —  yet  survives  the  Anglo-Saxon  ballad  spirit 
that  was  active  in  secluded  districts  in  England  and 
Scotland  even  after  the  coming  of  Tennyson  and 
Browning. 

foday,  we  look  back  at  the  talismanic  phrase  "Anglo-Saxon 
ballad  spirit"  as  pan  of  the  com  entional  baggage  of  folklorists 

trained  in  the  past.  Lomax  may  have  used  it  formulaicallv 


without  implving  that  otbei  people  lac  ked  poetu  impulse.  We 
know  that  lie  had  encountered  bl.ii  k  cowboys  and  Mexican 

\.u|iii'ioN   who   were   spirited  singers   with   laden   songbags. 

1  iking  their  music,  he  struggled  to  a<  c  ommodate  hisexplana 

ion  plit.ises  to  the  world  about  him. 

Anglo-Saxonism,  when  Lomax  began  to  collet  t.  held  spa 
tial  and  temporal  significance  as  it  tied  to  lateral  labels. 
I'heodore  Roosevelt  liked  Cowboy  Soiis^  because  the  book 
illustrated  the  replication  on  our  frontier  of  "conditions  of 
ballad  growth  which  obtained  in  mediaeval  England."  How- 
ever. Lomax  knew  in  his  bones  that  black  and  Tejano 
buckaroos  were  neither  Anglo-Saxon  bards  nor  mediaeval 
exemplars.  Throughout  his  life  the  tension  implicit  in  sue  h 
knowledge  proved  difficult  to  contain.  While  active  at  the 
Library,  Lomax  "discovered"  a  magnificent  black  folksinger, 
Huddie  Ledbetter,  in  a  Louisiana  prison.  The  collector  pub- 
lished a  huge  book  on  "Leadbelly."  managed  his  early  con- 
ceil  appearances,  and,  finally,  quarreled  with  him.  Regard- 
less, Lomax  could  never  compress  this  black  singer  into  a 
xenophobic  mold. 
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Alan  Lomax  accompanied  his  father  John  on  collecting 
trips  in  the  South  and  assisted  him  at  the  archive.  To  mark 
Alan's  enthusiasm.  I  quote  a  line  from  a  letter  dealing  with  a 
visit  (1935)  to  the  Georgia  coast,  Florida,  and  the  Bahamas: 
"This  has  been  the  most  exciting  field  trip  I  have  made  and, 
really,  its  story  can  only  be  told  in  a  long,  rambling  novel."  We 
need  this  novel,  long  overdue,  as  well  as  a  reflective  autobio- 
graphy. It  is  our  loss  also  that  B.  A.  Botkin  left  no  critical 
account  of"  his  years  at  the  archive  (1942-1945).  Akin  Lomax 
and  Ben  Botkin,  together  with  their  friend  Charles  Seeger, 
carried  a  heady  mix  of  liberal  and  radical,  populist  and 
Marxist  values  to  the  archive  during  the  New  Deal  period. 

In  the  years  from  1950  to  1970,  the  archive  turned  inward, 
reflecting  both  internal  Library  policies  and  an  external  cli- 
mate of  civic  conformity.  Further,  the  activists  who  came 
together  in  the  Kennedy  years  to  lobby  for  the  National 
Endowment  for  the  Arts  and  the  National  Endowment  forthe 
Humanities  were  not  tuned  to  folk  culture.  These  partisans  of 
high  an  and  formal  learning  hardly  seemed  aware  of  pano- 
ramic folk  tradition.  Essentially,  the  builders  of  the  endow- 
ments established  their  agencies  initially  to  distance  attention 
from  rurality,  artisanship,  ethnicity,  and  regionalism. 

The  impetus  to  change  in  Washington  comes  from  all 
points  of  the  compass:  a  chance  happening,  a  planned  posi- 
tion paper,  a  legislative  program,  a  newspaper  repon.  In  1969, 


drawing  upon  experience  at  the  Festival  of  American  Folklife, 
Sen.  Ralph  Varborough  of  Texas  introduced  a  bill  to  create  a 
folklife  unit  within  the  Smithsonian  Institution.  Time  and 
circumstance  altered  his  plan,  for  in  1976  the  American  Folk- 
life  ("enter  saw  light  within  the  Library  of  Congress.  In  1978 
the  Archive  of  FolkSong  affiliated  with  the  center,  and  in  1981 
it  acquired  the  name  Archive  of  Folk  Culture.  (It  must  be 
noted  here  that  the  archive's  staff,  in  the  New  Deal  years,  had 
already  gone  well  beyond  folksong  collecting.) 

To  return  to  the  archive's  founding  in  1928, 1  reiterate  that  it 
stemmed  from  the  long  drive  to  free  our  literature  from 
European  belletristic  antecedents.  Barrett  Wendell  never 
grasped  the  genius  in  Melville's  Moby  Dirk,  leaving  that  to 
others.  Yet  this  teacher  inspired  Bob  Gordon  to  seek  chanties 
heard  on  the  Pequod.  Despite  Wendell's  pronouncement  that 
American  literature  was  "inexperienced"  and  "innocent," 
Gordon  helped  his  fellow  citizens  see  their  elusive  art  in  full 
flower. 

We  sense  folksong's  appeal  and  message  by  attention  to  a 
1978  archive  LP:  Folk-Songs  of  America:  The  Robert  Winsloiv 
Cordon  Collertwn,  1922-1932.  This  field  album,  intrinsically 
educational,  becomes  a  Fitting  companion  to  John  Dos  Pas- 
sos's  trilogy  U.S.A.  or  Vernon  Louis  Partington's  Main  Currents 
in  Amerirati  Thought — contributions  in  fiction  and  criticism 
that,  interestingly,  came  from  the  pens  of  two  of  Wendell's 
students.  I  position  Gordon's  cylinders  and  discs  as  illumina- 
tion for  both  Parrington  and  Dos  Passos  to  underscore  my 
view  that  archival  beaches  can  be  washed  by  Jeffersonian 
waters. 

Had  the  archive's  story  ended  in  1976,  this  essay  could  not 
have  included  a  commentary  on  cultural  pluralism.  Because 
archive  is  now  joined  to  center,  we  may  note  the  voicing  of 
cultural  pluralism's  meaning  in  congressional  offices  while 
the  folklife  bill  drifted  from  legislative  hopper  to  White  House 
desk.  In  his  initial  bill,  Yarborough  declared  "that  the  diversity 
inherent  in  American  folklife  has  contributed  greatly  to  the 
cultural  richness  of  the  nation  and  has  fostered  a  sense  of 
individuality  and  identity  among  the  American  people." 
Upon  hearing  this  declamation  by  a  Texas  populist,  I  knew 
that  we  raised  our  red,  white,  and  blue  flag  with  manila 
lanyards  of  black,  brown,  and  yellow. 

Senators  and  Representatives  have  enjoyed  the  Library  of 
Congress  from  its  inception  as  their  special  reference  center. 
Because  of  proximity  and  constant  use,  they  have  identified 
more  closely  with  the  Library  than  with  parallel  learned 
institutions  in  Washington.  Hence,  during  the  early  1970s,  a 
majority  of  these  lawmakers  saw  no  problem  in  extending  the 
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archive's  role  in  documenting  folksong  (preservation)  10 
novel  modes  of  dissemination  (presentation)  foi  folklife.  In 
effect,  "passive"  archival  practices  took  on  an  "active"  dimen- 
sion of  display  for  a  rainbow  of  American  expression. 

Cultural  pluralism's  bibliography  is  extensive;  us  theoreti- 
cians are  tew  Here,  1  feature onh  our.  Horace  Kallen,  large!) 
unknown  to  folklorists.  Professor  Kallen  taught  philosophy 
all  his  life;  versed  in  esthetics,  he  wrote  extensive!)  aboui  the 
arts.  Howe\  er,  liis  contribution  to  folklore  was  not  that  of  field 
collection,  archival  categorization,  or  popular  interpretation. 
Rather,  he  articulated  a  concept  which  helped  resolve  the 
turmoil  of  man)  American  scholars  caught  between  adher- 
ence to  the  state's  dominant  ideolog)  and  affection  for  a 
particular  group's  expressivity. 

Kallen  was  horn  in  Silesia.  Germany,  and  his  Jewish  pat- 
ents brought  him  as  a  child  to  Boston's  West  End.  There,  he 
"grew  up  among  Bostonians  neither  propertied  nor  proper." 
His  earliest  orthodox  doctrines,  which  came  from  the 
Hebrew  Bible,  were  countered  by  New  England  teachers  who 
worshipped  another  set  of  founding  fathers.  At  Harvard,  he 
was  close  to  many  superb  teachers,  among  them  William 
James.  George  Santavana.  and  Barrett  Wendell.  Recalling 
college  days,  Kallen  reported  that  he  lived  not  in  Cambridge 
but  in  an  "otherworld."  his  parents'  immigrant  home.  Addi- 
tionally, he  lived  as  a  social  settlement  resident  in  the  North 
End  where  he  met  socialists  and  anarchists,  testing  his  creed 
against  theirs. 

Associated  with  the  New  School  for  Social  Research  in 
Manhattan  from  its  founding  in  1919.  Kallen  for  a  period 
edited  Advance,  the  organ  of  the  Amalgamated  Clothing 
Workers.  He  was  also  verv  active  in  peace,  civil  liberties,  and 
consumer  cooperative  movements.  Kallen  did  not  subscribe 
to  a  separation  of  scholarship  from  society,  saying  dryly  that 
he  "never  attained  that  fullness  of  pedagogical  withdrawal 
which  custom  and  prejudice  ordained  for  the  practice  of 
philosophy."  We  are  in  his  debt  for  his  rejection  of  campus 
ethos. 

My  focus  on  Kallen's  cultural  pluralism  pulls  one  thread 
out  of  rich  cloth  but  a  thread  crucial  to  all  folklorists.  During 
his  vouth  he  was  conscious  of  fracture  between  hisjewish  and 
American  self.  Many  immigrant  children  feel  this  pain,  but 
not  all  are  able  to  externalize  it  creatively.  In  Wendell's  class, 
Kallen  tentatively  linked  his  fate  with  those  Hebrew  prophets 
this  Puritan  teacher  enshrined.  Wendell  not  only  brought 
back  from  ashes  Lomax's  packet  of  cowbov  songs  but  also 
rekindled  Kallen's  interest  in  ancestral  past,  helping  him 
reconcile  seeminglv  antithetical  ideals. 
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I inywhere  in  America,  to  find  violent  praiie  of 

one  lide,  violent  blame  of  the  other,    The  icntimcnl 

..i  < n i r  country  ie  divided.  On  .ill  sides,  .mr  diverse 
population!  are  emphasising  afresh  their  European 
origin)  and  background.  The  German  in  German 
American,  the  Slav  In  Slavii   American,  the  Briton 

in    British-American,  have  awakened,   have  l 

demonstrative  and  emphatic.     Tin-   President,   ob 

serving  this.  has  declared  Ms  <iflici.il  and  i nal 

boredom  with  tin-  "  hyphenated  American,"  and  the 
conception  expressed  in  this  phrase  has  become  an 
issue  in  the  written  ..ml  spoken  discourse  of  our 
country. 

Why,  in  an  officially  neutral  country,  1ms  this 
come  to  pass?  When  we  look  closely  to  the  ground 
and  principle  of  the  division  of  sentiment  in  our  pop- 
ulation, we  discover  this  significant  fact:  the  divi- 
sion is  not  truly  determined  by  the  merits  of  the  l".u- 
ropcan  issue;  it  is  determined  bv  the  lines  of  our 
population's  European  origin  and  ancestral  allegi- 
ance. The  Americans  of  German  and  Austrian  and 
-Magyar  ancestry  arc  pro-German;  those  of  French 
or  British  or  Russian  ancestry  favor  the  Allies.  Only 
the  .Tews  seem  to  be  an  exception  to  this  rule.  Being 
mainly  from  Russia,  their  favor  should  go  to  the  Rus- 
sians, but  their  newspapers,  almost  without  excep- 
tion, favor  the  Germans.  The  case  of  the  Jews,  how 
that  proves  the  rule.  Although  the  majority  of  thci 
they  have  had  no  part  in  the  Russian  polity ;  they  have  been  oppressed,  per- 
secuted, terrorized,  as  their  brethren  still  are  in  Russian  territory.  As 
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While  Kallen  was  teaching  at  the  University  of  Wisconsin, 
the  United  States  was  seized  by  fears  of  hyphenated  Ameri- 
cans and  shrill  demands  for  immigrant-restriction  laws.  Wis- 
consin sociologist  Edward  Ross  presented  "scientific"  argu- 
ments for  harm  inflicted  on  the  body  politic  by  newly  arrived 
foreigners.  Drawing  on  a  personal  sense  of  Jewish  marginal- 
ity  and  public  debates  by  Zionists,  Kallen  immersed  himself  in 
minority  issues.  He  buttressed  empathy  for  beleaguered  peo- 
ple bv  borrowing  aspects  of  the  elder  Bob  La  Follette's  pro- 
gressivism.  William  James's  striking  image  of  a  pluralistic 
universe,  antithetical  to  monistic  dicta,  helped  the  young 
philosopher  find  language  then  new  in  the  political  arena. 

At  the  end  of  1914  Kallen  prepared  an  academic  paper, 
"Democracy  and  the  Melting  Pot,"  in  response  to  nativist 
agitation.  This  address  reached  a  lay  audience  in  the  Nation 
(February  18  and  25.  1915),  where  the  word  versus  displaced 
and  in  the  paper's  title.  In  1916,  he  called  upon  Americans  to 
champion  the  "perfection  and  conservation  of  differences" — 
language  close  to  that  used  in  the  1970s  to  advance  folklife 
legislation. 

While  teaching  at  the  New  School  and  associating  with 
foreign-born  needle-trades  workers,  Kallen  drew  together 
several  articles  on  diversity,  equality,  and  comity  in  Culture 
and  Democracy  in  the  United  States  (1924).  Dedicated  to  Barrett 
Wendell,  the  book  attacked  Kultur,  countering  it  with  cultural 
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pluralism  (a  locution  then  new  in  print).  In  essence,  Kallen 
assailed  melting-pot  assimilationists  and  Anglo-Saxon 
supremacists,  while  he  equated  pluralism  and  democracy. 

As  earlv  as  1915,  Kallen  had  pointed  to  Switzerland  as  a 
model  democracy,  a  commonwealth  of  cultures.  Patrician 
critics  of  his  1924  book  spoke  derisively  of  crazy  quilts  and 
Balkanization.  Returning  in  1956  to  his  cause's  wide  implica- 
tions, he  suggested  that  our  experience  precluded  a  republic 
of  ethnic  or  linguistic  sub-nations.  Reflection  on  totalitarian- 
ism had  turned  liberals  away  from  dogma  of  race  or  geist  tied 
to  the  state.  Accordingly,  Kallen  stressed  the  vitality  of  cultural 
components  within  the  polity  over  strange  constitutional 
forms.  With  Whitmanesque  prose,  he  centered  cultural  plu- 
ralism in  expressive  rather  than  political  behavior.  Contem- 
porary folklorists  are  wise  to  turn  his  formulas  into  inquiries 
bv  asking:  What  kind  of  diversity  can  a  sovereignty  accept? 
How  does  such  diversity  integrate  with  our  heritage  of  indi- 
vidual freedom  and  sectional  consciousness?  Must  we  see 
national  sustaining  culture  always  as  seamless  and  absolute? 

Rulers  of  large  society  have  usually  treated  arts  and  letters 
as  props  for  national  cohesion,  while  artists  and  writers  have 
often  seen  their  work  as  opposing  monolithic  rule.  In  our  Viet 
Nam  era  of  "cultural  revolution."  black  nationalists,  white- 
ethnic  revivalists,  and  counter-culture  hedonists  became 
especially  strident.  Conservatives  charged  militants,  chau- 
vinists, and  flower  children  with  subversive  divisiveness.  Lib- 
erals called  up  varied  catchwords  to  type  the  changed  nation: 
mosaic,  tapestry,  symphony.  Figuratively,  folklore  collectors 
became  tile  setters,  weavers,  or  conductors.  Those  folklorists 
who  eschewed  political  envelopment  employed  their  knowl- 
edge of  traditional  language  and  literature,  customary  behav- 
ior, and  the  mythic  paraphernalia  of  identity  to  describe  the 
American  cornucopia. 

In  a  1955  memorial  cssa\  to  his  friend  and  classmate  Alain 
Locke,  Kallen  asserted  that  he  had  first  verbalized  the  con- 
cept of  cultural  pluralism  about  1906.  while  an  assistant  to 
Professor  Santavana.  Kallen  noted,  "It  has  taken  these  two 
generations  for  the  term  to  come  into  more  general  use  and 
to  figure  in  philosophic  discourse  in  this  country."  At  his 
ninetieth  birthday  (New  School,  1972).  he  expressed  oracular 
satisfaction  that  his  early  '"upsetting"'  ideas  had  been  vindi- 
cated. Folklorists  have  assisted  in  this  vindication,  not  directly 
as  polemicists,  but  by  gathering  tribal  and  ethnic  lore  and 
displaying  its  magnificence. 

Metaphorically,  folklorists  have  not  upended  the  melting 
pot  as  much  as  the)  have  sought  to  treasure  its  discarded  slat;. 


Folkloric  work  with  '"non-Anglo-Saxons"  has  touched  Native 
Americans,  Afro-Americans,  and  immigrants  from  all  the 
globe.  Some  collectors  of  folklore  have  paralleled  the  pioneer 
documentation  of  Jacob  Riis  and  Lewis  Hine  in  ghetto  and 
factory,  at  times  absorbing  progressive  belief  in  civic  reform. 
More  recently,  some  have  been  caught  up  by  the  Civil  Rights 
movement,  which  itself  contributed  to  the  widening  of  con- 
gressional horizons.  Some  proclaimed,  in  the  1970s,  thai 
traditional  artistry  and  folk  wisdom  were  integral  to  American 
experience;  hence,  the  government's  major  arts  humanities 
foundations  altered  their  course. 

I  shall  not  gloss  Kallen's  coinage  further  but  instead  shall 
allude  to  great  differences  in  this  century  among  black  lead- 
ers (such  as  Marcus  Garvey,  James  Weldon  Johnson,  and 
W  E.  B.  Du  Bois)  caught,  like  immigrants,  between  rival  goals 
of  assimilation  and  separatism  and  lashed  by  demagogue  and 
eugenicist.  The  issues  long  voiced  in  the  struggle  against 
racism  still  echo  in  our  land.  Afro-American  lore,  serving 
both  as  lance  and  shield,  also  became  an  instrument  used  in 
the  division  between  integrationist  and  nationalist.  Was  Brer 
Rabbit  to  be  left  behind  on  plantation  field  or  to  be  recharged 
as  a  combative  warrior  on  new  battlefields? 

We  need  to  probe  deeplv  the  interaction  between  white  and 
black  intellectuals  who  accepted,  rejected,  or  modified  theo- 
ries of  cultural  pluralism.  We  can  begin  with  Alain  Locke,  who 
identified  himself  as  "a  philosophical  mid-wife  to  a  genera- 
tion of  younger  Negro  poets,  writers,  artists."  Bv  urging  them 
to  see  African  art  and  to  hear  Afro-American  speech  and 
music,  he  made  formal,  for  many,  their  link  to  the  discipline  of 
folklore.  Literally,  he  sent  them  to  archive  and  gallerv  to 
immerse  themselves  in  proverb  and  headdress,  ringshout  and 
figurine.  Balancing  training  in  ethics  and  esthetics  with  read- 
ing in  anthropology,  Locke  suggested  that  the  term  value 
relativism  defined  his  worldview. 

This  usage  draws  us  back  to  Franz  Boas.  Ruth  Benedict. 
Margaret  Mead.  Edward  Sapir.  and  their  students  who  gener- 
allv  favored  the  term  cultural  relativism  in  their  studies.  Pro- 
fessor Benedict  was  influenced  by  the  young  critic  Randolph 
Bourne,  who.  with  great  flair,  championed  the  organic  and 
creative  impulse  within  immigrant  communities.  After  Bene- 
dict's widely  read  Patterns  of  Culture (1935)  appeared,  a  number 
of  folklorists  adopted  her  exemplifying  prose.  The  path  of 
anthropological  language  into  federal  agencies  has  been 
better  charted  than  that  of  philosophical  pluralists. 

We  have  yet  to  describe  Kallen's  presence  in  Washington. 
For  example.  Sen.  Paul  Douglas  of  Illinois  had  long  admired 
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Ins  friend  Jane  Addams  for  her  work  with  immigrants  ai 
Chicago's  Hull  House.  In  lauding  her,  he  referred  to  Kallen's 
seminal  "Democracy  Versus  the  Melting  Pot"  1  "he  Douglas 
reference  is  unusual;  1  believe  thai  most  Congressmen  who 
subscribed  to  cultural  pluralism  learned  about  it  in  attenuated 
form.  Some  absorbed  ii  oui  of  the  politics  of  ethnicity;  others, 
from  religious  renewal;  still  others,  from  studies  about  the 
artistic  landscape.  Writers  as  widel)  scattered  as  1  ouis  Adamic, 
Will  Herberg,  Milton  Cordon,  Geno  Baroni,  Michael  Novak, 
Ben  Botkin,  and  Constance  Rourke  all  drew  upon  or  altered 
Kallen's  texts.  These  individuals,  in  their  separate  writings, 
contributed  to  legislative  dialogue  on  the  widest  horizons  of 
American  experience. 

Until  1967.  the  Library  of  Congress's  archive  remained  tbe 
federal  government's  major  unit  tor  the  transformation  of 
folkloric  codes  into  public  actions.  After  1967.  the  Smithso- 
nian's Festival  of  American  Folklife  gave  high  relief  on  the 
National  Mall  to  the  twined  rubric  of  cultural  pluralism,  value 
relativism,  and  cultural  relativism.  Festival  participants  hardly 
made  explicit  use  of  these  labels:  rather,  musicians  and 
dancers  performed  while  craftsmen  worked.  Auditors  and 
viewers  heard  a  gospel  hymn  lined  out  or  saw  a  wood  carver 
fashion  an  ox  yoke.  The  private  ceremonies  of  groups  set 
apart  from  America's  common  culture  became  public  enact- 
ments in  a  colorful  "outdoor  museum."  Perhaps  a  few  visitors 
on  the  Mall  connected  their  pleasure  to  Kallen,  Locke,  or 
Benedict.  Significantly,  a  handful  of  Senators  and  Represen- 
tations made  the  connection. 

The  Smithsonian's  annual  event  cemented  the  word  folklife 
to  a  congressional  policy  of  cultural  diversity.  Previously,  Prof. 
Don  Voder  at  the  L'niversity  of  Pennsylvania  had  bridged  the 
teaching  of  folklore  in  the  United  States  to  European  folklife 
studies  (regional  ethnology,  cultural  geography,  material  cul- 
ture). A  report  by  Voder  on  his  extension  of  the  keyword 
folklife  to  American  usage,  as  well  as  a  report  bv  Ralph  Rinzler, 
the  festival  director,  on  the  Smithsonian  experience  would 
help  identify  the  core  ideas  now  built  into  the  term. 

By  focusing  this  essay  upon  three  students  of  Barrett 
Wendell,  I  have  tried  to  reveal  one  archive's  formative 
concepts.  Cordon.  Lomax,  and  Kallen  wrought  their 
designs  out  of  mundane  and.  at  times,  painful  experience. 
Like  other  Crusoes.  they  gathered  sticks  and  stones  from  the 
tidal  pools  about  them  to  construct  the  platforms  upon  which 
thev  exhorted  and  praved.  Onh  from  today's  juncture  can  we 
distinguish  sharply  their  guiding  constructs:  American  litera- 


ture's coming  of  age,  folksong's  worth,  power  in  recording 
device  and  process,  diversity  as  a  federal  agency  noun. 

Professor  Wendell's  Washington  apprentices  served  Amer- 
icans well  b\  eclipsing  their  New  England  teacher's  narrow 
\iews  about  literature.  Cordon  and  Lomax,  trained  in  arcane 
debates  about  the  ballad's  origin,  helped  enfranchise  vernac- 
ular culture.  The)  enlarged  the  Library  of  Congress  holdings 
to  include  discs  with  magic  power  of  recall.  Sir  Patrick  Spens 
and  Man  Hamilton,  Stackolee  and  Pearl  Bryan, John  Henry 
and  Mother  Jones  now  live  in  a  marble  mansion. 

The  achievement  ofGordon  and  Lomax,  great  enough,  led 
after  half  a  century  to  the  archive's  affiliation  with  the  Folklife 
Center,  itself  born  out  of  legislative  attention  to  ethnic  iden- 
tity, race  tension,  cultural  accessibility,  historic  preservation, 
and  resource  conservation.  In  these  pages  I  have  touched,  but 
not  spelled  out,  matters  of  ethnicity  and  the  access  to  art  and 
letters  by  rank-and-file  citizens.  However,  I  have  neglected 
entirely  matters  of  preservation  and  ecology.  Perhaps  a  per- 
sonal note,  here,  will  hint  at  the  center's  labyrinthine 
mandate. 

In  urging  Congressmen,  before  1976,  to  vote  for  the  folklife 
bill,  I  learned  how  differently  each  member  defined  the  word 
folk.  Concretely,  it  meant  string-band  tune,  good-luck  amulet, 
blessing  of  the  fishing  fleet,  yarn  swapping,  corn  dance, 
covered  bridge.  Abstractly,  it  meant  language  retention,  Negri- 
tude,  pleasure  in  hand  skill,  savoring  dry  wit  in  colloquial 
humor,  respect  for  Indian  belief.  I  felt  complimented  when 
folklorists  were  likened  to  Rachel  Carson  andjohn  Muir,  and 
when  I  was  asked  whether  we  had  a  Sierra  Club  or  Audubon 
Society.  Finding  it  necessary  to  explain  folklife  to  legislators 
tuned  to  Cambodia  and  Watergate,  I  could  not  go  beyond 
their  common-sense  notions  that  some  culture  was  endan- 
gered and  that  federal  dollars  for  arts  and  letters,  in  a  demo- 
cratic society,  had  to  be  spent  equitably.  On  Capitol  Hill,  I 
suggested  that  a  mountain  ballad  resembled  a  redwood  tree, 
snail  darter,  colonial  farmstead,  or  Amish  buggy. 

Clearly,  as  Senators  and  Representatives  considered  the 
folklife  bill,  they  reshaped  the  concept  of  cultural  pluralism 
pragmatically  by  welding  it  to  preservational  strategy  for 
human  artifact  and  natural  environment.  Without  knowing 
in  detail  the  history  of  their  own  folksong  archive,  they  tem- 
pered the  ballad  passion  of  Cordon  and  Lomax  with  queries 
embodied  in  Kallen's  blueprints:  How  is  power  shared  within 
a  society  divided  by  race,  class,  language,  and  creed?  Where 
does  expressive  culture  intersect  with  political  and  economic 
force?  Does  diversity  enhance  or  negate  our  social  compact? 
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This  cartoon  by  Dick  Peeples  appeared  in  the  Cleveland  Press  a  few 
days  after  the  May  8.  1974,  hearings  on  the  proposed  bill  to  create 
the  American  Folklife  Center.  .Although  not  present  at  the  hear- 
ings, Peeples  read  a  reporter's  account  of  performances  by 
Elizabeth  Gotten  and  Glenn  Ohrlin  before  Senators  Howard  W 
Gannon,  Mariow  W  Cook,  and  Mark  O.  Hatfield. 
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with  best  wishes/ 
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These  provocative  questions  suite  h  past  to  present.  The 
folklorists  who  now  choose  to  work  at  the  Library  of  Congress 
and,  by  extension,  at  sister  agencies  cannot  escape  the  burden 
of  reformulating  statements  of  national  purpose.  We  try  to 
complement  the  netting  of  a  blues  lament  or  the  framing  of  a 
patterned  quilt  with  attention  to  studies  in  normative  theorj 
and  reports  of  ideological  conflict.  Public-sector  folklorists 
should  read  the  historians  who  have  detailed  the  ambiguities 
within  cultural  pluralism.  Bevond  such  insight,  it  is  useful  to 
consider  the  work  of  political  economists  and  sociologists  on 
the  right  who  find  pluralistic  creeds  wanting  and,  as  well,  of 
critics  on  the  left  who  scorn  pluralism's  utility  either  as  analytic 
tool  or  social  template. 

Armed  with  the  findings  of  fellow  scholars,  folklorists  can 
help  unravel  American  complexity.  We  are  sensitive  to  that 
array  of  elements  which  defines  polity  and  principle:  region, 
religion,  language,  ethnicity,  race,  occupation,  class,  gender, 
age.  We  know  songs  and  stories  in  English,  our  common 


language;  we  know  thejokelore  of  mestizo  and  Creole;  we 
know  rituals  of  migrants,  castaways,  and  refugees.  Many  con- 
temporary followers  of  Cordon  and  Lomax  continue  to 
choose  documentary  projects;  others,  touched  by  Kallen's 
teaching,  choose  advocacy  for  creative  group  or  expressive 
cluster.  Archivists,  who  daily  intertwine  presen  ational  and 
presentational  modes,  of  necessity  mix  roles. 

Within  this  setting  of  juxtaposition  in  tasks,  I  return  to  my 
opening  figure  of  repository  as  island.  Clearly,  the  present 
Archive  of  Folk  Culture,  now  integral  to  the  Folklife  Center's 
function  at  the  Library  of  Congress,  cannot  be  isolated  from 
centuries  of  American  experience  or  thought.  Neither  filio- 
pietistic  adulation  nor  revisionist  carping  focuses  our  vision 
clearly  on  granite  cliff  or  coral  strand.  To  see  our  archive  as  a 
uniformly  contoured  circle  suggests  dim  sight.  To  sense  it  as  a 
tranquil  abode  suggests  only  panial  comprehension.  The 
archive's  land-mass  is  irregular;  its  beaches,  indented:  its 
shores,  varied. 
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THE  TEAMSTER 
IN  JACK  MaeDOMLD  S 
CREW  A  Song  in 
Context  a  i  id  Its  Singing 


By  Edward  D.  Ives 


Music  is  universal  in  human  culture:  so  far  we  have 
never  found  people  without  it.  That  in  itself  is  a 
remarkable  thing,  and  I  can  in  no  way  satisfactor- 
ily account  for  it.  I  can  understand  why  all  peoples 
have  to  gather  food,  construct  some  sort  of  shelter, 
or  develop  systems  of  kinship  or  political  and 
social  organization.  But  why  they  have  to  make 
music  is  beyond  me.  Yet  make  it  they  do,  always. 

So  far  as  I  know,  the  most  universal  form  of  music  is  song.  That 
makes  sense  when  you  consider  that  the  basic  equipment  for  singing 
is  immediately  available  to  every  human  being.  It  involves  a  special 
use  of  language — again  something  available  to  all  members  of  a 
culture — in  which  words  are  put  together  to  form  a  discrete  and 
patterned  entity  culturally  recognized  as  something  quite  different 
from  mere  speech  or  conversation.  The  words  are  uttered  in  a  special 
way  that  arranges  the  pitch,  duration,  loudness,  and  timbre  of  a 
sequence  of  sounds  into  patterns  different  from  either  mere  noise  or 
ordinary  speech.  This  synthesis  is  song. 

Before  we  go  further,  I  want  to  make  an  important  distinction 
between  a  song  and  a  singing  of  that  song.  A  song  is  a  mentifact,  a 
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concept,  an  idea.  It  has  existence  in  the  mind  apart  from  its 
actual  performance,  and  we  can  recognize  and  discuss  its 
content,  style,  and  structure.  A  singing  of  that  song — let's  call 
it  a  performance — is  its  physical  manifestation,  the  only  way  it 
can  be  known  and  make  the  synaptic  leap  from  one  mind  to 
another.  Performance  too  can  be  analyzed,  in  such  terms  as 
how  the  voice  is  used,  where  and  when  singing  takes  place, 
who  sings,  or  who  listens.  What  follows  here  has  to  do  with 
both  the  song  and  its  performance,  but  having  made  the 
separation  we  must  remember  that  for  all  its  usefulness  it  is 
only  a  construct  Frequently  we  cannot  know  the  dancer  from 
the  dance — or  if  you  prefer  Wallace  Stevens  to  Yeats: 

Beautv  is  momentary  in  the  mind — 
The  fitful  tracing  of  a  portal; 
But  in  the  flesh  it  is  immortal.1 

Just  as  there  is  no  such  thing  as  a  universal  language 
(though  language  is  universal),  there  is  no  such  thing  as  a 
universal  music.  A  song  is  created  within  a  particular  tradition 
to  be  performed  in  an  expected  manner  to  a  specific 
audience  for  certain  reasons  and  with  anticipated  or  hoped- 
for  results.  No  part  of  this  continuum  can  be  separated  from 
any  other  without  doing  violence  to  the  whole — or  (if  we  do 
make  such  a  separation)  we  must  recognize  the  potential 
distortions  that  may  arise  from  so  doing,  bet  me  give  two  brief 
examples. 

Samuel  Barber,  a  professional  composer,  took  a  poem, 
■no\er  beach."  written  by  a  professional  literary  man,  Mat- 
thew Arnold,  and  set  it  to  music.  It  was  intended  to  be  sung  by 
,i  professional  singer,  accompanied  by  a  string  quartet,  all  of 
whom  would  have  spent  much  time  rehearsing  this  piece 
before  performing  it  in  a  concert  hall — a  building  especially 
built  for  such  performances — as  part  of  a  program  of  similar 
solids  lor  an  audience  that  has  paid  to  come  and  hear  it.*  Joe 
Scott,  a  New  Brunswick  woodsman,  made  up  a  song  about  his 
friend  Guy  Reed,  who  was  killed  when  a  pile  of  logs  he  was 
working  on  collapsed.  He  made  up  the  words,  set  them  to  a 
familiar  tune,  and  sold  the  product  to  other  woodsmen  in  the 
area,  with  the  expectation  that  it  would  be  sungin  the  lumber- 
i  .uii|)  evenings — or  in  kitchens  or  parlors  at  home  later  on — 
l>\  men  like  himself  for  a  small  group  of  friends,  any  one  of 
whom  might  (hen  sing  another  song  while  the  singer  of 
"Gu)  Reed''  listened.3 

Each  song.  Samuel  Barber's  "Dover  Beach"  and  Joe  Scott's 
"Guy  Reed."  fits  its  matrix  perfectly,  and  appropriate  aesthetic 
standards  could  operate  in  each  situation.  Barber  took  "old" 
words  and  set  them  to  a  tune  and  accompaniment  of  his  own 


devising,  while  Scott  made  up  a  "new"  set  of  words  which  he- 
set  to  a  familiar  tune,  yet  within  his  own  tradition  each  would 
have  been  said  to  have  created  a  "new"  song.  The  singer  of 
"Dover  Beach"  would  be  praised  for  projection  and  control  of 
beautiful  tone  (though  good  diction  would  be  expected  too). 
while  the  singer  of  "Guy  Reed"  would  be  praised  for  having  a 
good  memory  and  getting  his  words  out  good  and  clear 
(though  it  would  be  expected  he  could  also  "carry  the  air"). 
Each  tradition  grew  out  of  its  own  culture  with  its  own  value 
systems  and  history,  and  examples  of  each  deserve  to  be 
listened  to  hard.  Neither  should  be  judged  according  to  some 
foreign  code  of  conscience  or  against  some  absolute  concept 
of  beauty  and  excellence.  There  are  no  aesthetic  absolutes,  to 
begin  with,  and  any  appeal  to  them  is  more  often  than  not 
simply  the  inappropriate  application  of  one's  own  code. 

Let  me  back  off  a  bit  on  my  dogmatism  about  the  nonexist- 
ence of  absolutes  in  music  and  poetry.  Since  they  are  cultural 
universals,  it  seems  at  least  reasonable  to  entertain  the  notion 
that  there  might  be  criteria  that  can  be  universally  applied.  I 
do  not  know  what  they  are.  but  I  am  sure  that  aesthetic  criteria 
developed  from  the  study  of  Western  elitist  art  do  not  neces- 
sarilv  embody  them.  If  aesthetic  absolutes  exist,  our  under- 
standing of  them  will  come  from  the  work  that  anthropolo- 
gists, folklorists.  ethnomusicologists,  psychologists,  and — yes, 
even  so! — physiologists  are  doing  in  the  studv  of  different  an 
forms  in  different  cultures  and  the  complex  interrelation- 
ships these  forms  have  with  the  peoples  who  participate  in 
them.  But  any  absolutes  so  derived  must  be  based  on  the 
totality  of  man's  musical  and  poetic  experience,  insofar  as 
that  is  possible,  and  insofar  as  it  is  not  possible  their  tentative 
nature  should  be  clearly  understood. 

What  I  am  arguing  for,  then,  is  the  principle  of  the  essential 
equivalence  of  all  an  forms  as  elements  in  systems  of  expres- 
sive culture  to  be  taken  on  their  own  terms.  It  is  a  tough  and 
uncomfortable  assignment — and  one  of  the  central  tasks  of 
all  anthropology — that  carries  with  it  all  the  doubts  and 
uncertainties  that  come  when  one  abandons  revelation  for 
reason  and  close  observation.  It  sometimes  stands  the  known 
world  on  its  head,  and  eternal  verities  about  creativity,  genius. 
greatness,  and  even  An  begin  to  have  the  sound  of  brass  and 
tinkling  cymbal.  It  commits  one  to  such  blasphemies  as  the 
assertion  that  Joe  Scott,  the  woodsman-songmaker,  is  the 
artistic  equivalent  of  William  Butlei  Yeats,  however  uncomfor- 
table and  ridiculous  one  may  feel  at  first  in  making  such  an 
assertion.  What's  the  pavoff?  Why  bother?  Because  of  the 
splendors  one  finds  in  odd  and  unexpected  places  and  what 
these  splendors  reveal  to  us  of  what  it  means  to  be  a  human 
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1  lu-  tune  has  been  transposed  m>  thai  n->  Bnal  note  Mis  on  t.  I  he 
original  pin  li  is  given  in  ihe  i  at<  h  signature 


The  Teamster  in  Jack  Mac  Donald's  Crew 

#S=c.88 


Come  lis- ten    to  m\        sto-ry,     The  truth  I'll  tell    to 


It  is       a-       bout    a  team-    ster        In         Jack  Mac-Don-aid's         crew. 


being,  "sustaining,  for  a  while,"  as  fames  Agee  said,  "without 
defense,  the  enormous  assaults  of  the  universe."  4 


plainly  than  that  he  had  a  "good  voice."  One  song  he  sang 
was  the  following:7 


Let's  get  down  to  cases.  I  have  already  written  three  books 
on  woodsmen  and  farmers  who.  like  Yeats  and  Shake- 
speare, sustained  those  enormous  assaults  and  made  an 
that  helped  them  and  their  fellow  humans  endure.' Joe  Scott. 
for  example,  took  his  deep  bun  and  from  it  made  ballads  of 
such  things  as  lost  love,  murder,  violent  death  on  the  job. 
poverty,  drunkenness,  and  sick  and  lonelv  suicide.  He 
endowed  the  sordid  and  meaningless  with  momentary  dig- 
nit\  and  worth,  and  several  generations  sang  his  songs  and 
took  strength  from  so  doing.  That  is  the  son  of  splendor 
I  am  talking  about.  What  I  would  like  to  do  now  is  take  one 
ballad — not  one  of  Scott's — and  show  how  it  too  is  a  splendor 
of  sorts. 

Joe  Walsh  had  a  big  farm  out  in  Morell  Rear  on  the  east  end 
oi  Canada's  Prince  Edward  Island.  He  was  about  seventy 
when  I  first  met  him.  September  1.  1965.  and  I  have  already 
fullv  described  that  first  meeting  in  Lawrence  Doyle.6  That 
evening  we  sat  in  the  kitchen  of  his  big  farmhouse— Joe  and 
his  wife  Winnie.  Bobb\.  our  children  (who  were  wonderfully 
quiet),  and  I — and  Joe  sang  ten  songs  for  us  in  a  clear,  gentle 
tenor  \oice  that  was  just  right  for  both  the  room  and  the 
songs.  He  loved  to  sing  and  had  always  been  known  as  a 
singer,  which,  as  I  have  suggested,  meant  more  that  he  had  a 
lar^e  repenoire.  a  good  memory,  and  could  get  his  words  out 
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dome  listen  to  my  story, 

The  truth  I'll  tell  to  you; 
It  is  about  a  teamster 

In  Jack  MacDonald's  crew. 

Our  crew  it  was  a  merry  one 

Of  eighteen  men  or  more: 
Our  winter's  work  had  scarce  begun 

When  Death  had  darked  our  door. 

3 

We  were  talking  after  supper  when 

One  of  the  teamsters  said, 
"I  hear  young  Stubbs  complaining  of 

A  pain  that's  in  his  head." 

4 

The  night  passed  on  and  morning  came. 

The  sickness  it  grew  worse: 
We  moved  him  from  the  lower  bunk 

Into  the  upper  benh. 
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And  when  we  went  to  breakfast 

We  dared  not  leave  him  alone: 
We  wrapped  him  up  in  his  blankets  warm 

All  for  to  take  him  home. 
0 
Jack  MacDonald  and  Tom  Proctor 

Took  a  pair  of  trottv  bays, 
And  before  the  stars  had  ceased  to  shine 

They  were  miles  upon  their  way. 
7 
They  took  him  to  his  little  home 

In  the  town  of  Sherman  Mills. 
And  to  break  the  news  unto  his  wife 

It  did  require  great  skill. 
8 
They  sent  for  Dr.  Harris  while 

His  wife  and  family  cried. 
But  to  rescue  him  from  Death's  cold  grasp 

It  was  in  vain  they  tried. 
9 
Here's  to  Mac  Donald  and  his  crew. 

Our  blessing  do  we  give; 
And  may  their  troubles  they  be  few 

And  happy  may  they  live. 
10 
And  when  Death  comes  knocking  at  out  door 

And  we  are  called  to  go. 
Let  us  pray  that  we  will  meet  our  Lord, 

Let  his  mere)  on  us  show. 

*"]  haven't  thought  of  that  song  for  forty  years,"  said  Joe 
afterwards,  "but  it's  still  there, you  know."  "  I'm  always  amazed 
at  how  singers  can  dredge  something  up  after  forty  years  and 

find  it  still  bright  and  cleat.  In  all  honesty,  though.  I  should 
point  out  that  the  forty  years  had  taken  their  toll.  When  Joe 
started  to  sing  "The  Teamster,"  he  omitted  the  second  stanza 
Then  in  1970.  five  years  later,  when  I  asked  him  to  sing  the 
song  again  for  me,  he  sang  it  without  that  second  stanza 
Afterwards  he  mentioned  that  he'd  left  a  verse  out.  When  I 
suggested  he  sing  it  for  me.  he  mumbled  over  that  second 
stan/a  as  if  he  had  just  sung  it  and  then  sang  the  following: 

It  fell  unto  a  married  man. 

Leslie  Stubbs  by  name. 
Who  came  into  the  lumberwoods 

His  family  to  maintain. 


Obviously  that  second  stan/a  was  unstable  in  Joe's  memory, 
while  the  "new''  stan/a  was  barely  emerging  from  the  forty 
years  of  dormancy.  What  further  singings  would  have  been 
like  is  an  interesting  question  I  never  had  the  chance  to 
answer.  Joe  Walsh  died  in  1975  when  his  house  burned 
down.  Rest  him. 

If  I  was  amazed  at  Joe's  memory,  I  was  also  immodestly 
amazed  that  here  was  a  song  about  the  Maine  woods  that  I 
had  never  heard  before,  nor  (to  my  further  immodest 
amazement)  have  I  heard  it  since,  though  I  have  asked  for  it 
repeatedly.  Yet  I  was  not  too  amazed  by  my  amazement  I 
knew  that  new  songs  were  constantly  being  made  in  the 
lumbet camps,  and  this  one  followed  a  very  traditional 
pattern. 

What  I  had.  then,  was  a  problem  in  creativity,  in  how 
newness  comes  about,  which  brings  up  a  paradox  that  can  be 
stated  in  several  ways:  the  new  is  always  seen  against  the 
background  of  the  old,  creath  itv  is  a  function  of  tradition,  and 
without  constant  creativity  tradition  dies.  Analogies  are  tempt- 
ing but  risky,  and  while  I  recognize  that  we  should  not  expect 
too  much  of  them,  I  am  tempted  to  risk  one  now.  Any  song, 
any  poem — any  work  of  an.  for  that  matter — is  the  resultant 
of  three  vectors.9  First,  there  is  the  poet's  knowledge  of  work 
that  has  preceded  his.  the  models  he  will  have  to  draw  on — 
which  is  to  say,  the  available  tradition.  Second,  there  is  the 
new  raw  material,  the  "event"  if  you  will,  which  presents  itself 
to  the  poet  for  shaping.  Third,  there  is  the  individuality  of  the 
poet  himself,  the  hardest  of  the  three  vectors  to  describe  but 
one  that  is  clearly  present  in  every  work  of  art.  The  resultant 
"new"  work  will  be  "published"  in  some  form,  and  if  it  is 
accepted  it  will  itself  become  part  of  the  tradition  for  other 
poets.  All  this  is  true  for  any  work  of  an,  but  let's  see  how  it 
applies  to  the  song  in  question.  We  can  begin  by  taking  a  look 
at  the  raw  material  from  which  it  was  made,  the  event  itself. 

Since  information  on  that  event  was  scattered  and  hard  to 
come  by.  it  might  interest  the  readerto  follow  out  with  me  the 
process  by  which  I  brought  it  together.  All  I  had  to  start  from 
were  four  proper  names  ("young  Stubbs."  Jack  MacDonald, 
Tom  Proctor,  and  a  Dr.  Harris),  the  name  of  the  town  of 
Sherman  Mills,  and  Joe  Walsh's  statement  that  he  had 
learned  the  song  in  a  lumbercamp  near  Katahdin  Iron  Works 
about  1911.  L'sing  that  date  as  my  point  of  departure  and 
hazarding  that  the  ballad  had  been  composed  not  too  long 
before  that,  I  checked  the  U.S.  Census  for  1900  under  Sher- 
man and  Sherman  Mills,  w  here  I  quickly  found  the  name  of  a 
Dr.  Francis  Harris,  aged  fifty,  which  suggested  to  me  that  I  was 
at  least  on  the  right  track.  Then  I  found  a  Walter  Stubbs.  aged 
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Map  >>i  Maine,  showing  locations  >>t  Sherman  Mills  and  Katahdin 
IronWorks   tfa  S  phen  BkhuU 


Earl  Siubhs  w.is  almost  <  ertainl)  m\  man  and 
'  thai  l  .nl  Stubbs's  daughtei  v\.is  siiii  living  in 


thirty-one,  farm  laborer,  married  with  two  children.  That 
looked  about  right.  Since  a  farm  laborer  might  well  have 
worked  in  the  woods  in  the  winter,  that  notation  presented  no 
problem,  but  the  Stubbs  in  the  song  is  described  as  "young 
Stubbs."'  and  thirty-one  was  a  little  old  for  young,  I  felt,  espe- 
cialh  around  1900.  Checking  a  little  further,  I  found  a  second 
candidate.  Wilton  Stubbs — aged  thirty,  farmer,  married,  with 
three  children — who  appeared  to  be  an  equally  good  candi- 
date and.  because  of  his  age.  an  equally  doubtful  one.  That 
appeared,  though,  to  exhaust  the  possibilities,  until  a  more 
careful  reading  showed  me  an  Earl  Stubbs,  a  laborer,  twenty 
years  old.  who  was  boarding  with  a  family  by  the  name  of 
Bnant.  but  while  his  age  was  nearer  what  could  have  been 
called  "young,"  he  was  single  and  childless.  At  this  point.  I 
wrote  to  Roland  V.  Webb.  Town  Manager  of  Sherman  Mills. 
laying  my  problem  and  its  three  solutions  before  him,  and  a 
few  da\s  later  I  received  a  phone  call  from  him  saving  that  of 


the  three  n 
(mirabile  d 
the  area 

On  Monday,  March  17.  1980,1  made  a  trip  to  Sherman  Mills 
to  check  whatever  official  records  were  available.  The) 
showed  thai  the  death  dates  loi  Walter  and  Wilton  Stubbs 
eliminated  them  as  (  andidates  (coming  as  the)  did  long  after 
Joe  Walsh  learned  the  song).  1  hat  left  me  with  young  I  ail. 
and  tor  him  everything  fell  into  place.  He  had  married 
Thankful  Coffin  on  October  Hi.  1900  (several  months  aftei 
the  census  had  been  completed),  and  they  had  had  three 
children:  Vance  (born  1901),  Lilla  May  (bom  1903),  and  Annie 
(born  1905).  He  had  died  at  age  28  on  January  23,  1908,  of 
"cerebral  meningitis."  and  Dr.  Harris  had  signed  the  death 
certificate.  On  February  8,  just  over  two  weeks  after  his  death, 
Thankful  gave  birth  to  their  fourth  child,  a  son.  whom  she 
named  after  his  father.  Earl.  Everything  sounded  right — even 
the  headache  as  an  onset  symptom  of  meningitis — and  m\ 
visit  with  lilla  May  Stubbs  (now  Mrs.  Hartley  Anderson)  that 
same  day  was  especiallv  helpful  in  confirming  the  identifica- 
tion." Though  she  had  been  only  five  when  her  father  died, 
she  was  able  to  tell  me  both  what  she  remembered  seeing  and 
what  she  had  been  told.  Putting  this  information  together 
with  what  I  was  able  to  find  in  the  newspapers  from  around 
the  time  of  Stubbs's  death  (and  adding  a  few  careful  and 
moderatelv  educated  surmises  of  my  own),  I  was  able  to  piece 
together  the  following  story: 

It  had  been  a  ferociously  cold  and  nasty  Januarv.  the 
newspapers  said,  adding  that  "Crip  and  grip  colds  still  holds 
sway  in  this  locality  [i.e..  Patten],  new  subjects  are  claimed 
nearly  every  day  [.]  in  some  instances  whole  families  are 
down  with  it."12  Young  Stubbs  and  his  family  had  been  living 
as  tenants  on  a  farm  on  the  Colden  Ridge  Road,  but  (as  was  so 
often  the  way)  he  had  gone  into  the  woods  for  the  winter  to 
work  in  a  camp  some  sixty  miles  to  the  northwest  No  one  is 
quite  sure,  but  one  man  claimed  that  Tom  Proctor  was  the 
boss  andjack  MacDonald  was  his  foreman.  *"The  men  had 
played  cards  that  night."  Mrs.  Anderson  had  been  told,  "and 
about  nine  o'clock  they  went  to  bed. . . .  And  then  it  was  told 
to  me  that  about  twelve  o'clock  they  heard  him  say,  'Cod.  such 
a  pain  in  my  head,'  and  that's  the  last  words  that  he  ever  did 
say."  They  decided  right  away  to  bring  him  home.  "They  had 
to  travel  with  that  tote  team  for  sixty  miles."  said  Mrs.  Ander- 
son. "They  covered  him  up  with  a  blanket  and  brought  him 
out  right  there  in  January  and  brought  him  here,  and  he 
never  did  speak  or  anything."  Although  she  did  not  recall  the 
funeral  itself,  she  recalled  seeing  her  dead  father: 
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*They  held  me  up  to  the  casket  to  look  at  him  .  .  .  and  I 
went  for  years  that  I  . . .  couldn't  even  hear  a  sad  song  or 
anything  but  I  would  cry  when  I  was  a  little  girl. . . . 
'Course  my  mother  was  left  without  any  money.  As  I 
remember  it  people  have  told  me  that  the  town  took  up  a 
collection  to  bun  him.13 

Summing  up  the  available  facts,  about  all  we  can  say  is  that 
in  the  cruel  winter  of  1908  a  young  teamster  contracted  spinal 
meningitis  in  a  small  lumbercamp  well  to  the  north  of  Maine's 
Mount  Katahdin  and  was  brought  some  sixty  miles  to  his 
home  in  Sherman  Mills,  where  he  died.  It  was  not,  in  the 
world's  eye.  a  significant  passing.  Earl  Stubbs  never  even  rated 
an  obituary.  But  he  did  rate  a  ballad. 

Where  did  Joe  Walsh  pick  this  ballad  up?  The  first  time 
I  asked  him  that  question,  he  was  anything  but  posi- 
tive. *"I  believe  in  uh,  I  believe  in  Gilead  [Maine]," 
he  said.  "Let  me  see  now.  No,  it  wouldn't  be  Gilead;  it  must 
have  been  the  Iron  Works,"  he  continued,  referring  to  his 
second  trip  to  the  Maine  woods  around  1911  to  work  near 
Katahdin  Iron  Works.  He  further  claimed  the  song  was  made 
up  by  two  men,  one  of  whom  was  a  fellow  Islander,  Sife 
Moonev,  though  whether  Moonev  was  in  the  same  camp  with 
Joe  there  in  the  Iron  Works  was  not  entirely  clear.  Then  when 
I  asked  him  the  same  question  in  1970,  he  gave  the  following 
answer: 

*There  was  a  man  by  the  name  of  Sife  Moonev  over 
here  in  Ruskin.  He  was  up  there  in  that  crew  that  winter, 
and  him  and  another  fella  it  was  [made  that  up].  I 
learned  it  from  a  fella  that  taught  school  over  there,  Tom 
Keefe  was  his  name.  He  taught  school  over  in  that  sec- 
tion where  this  Sife  Moonev  lived. 

Thus,  Joe  Walsh  either  learned  the  song  in  a  lumbercamp 
about  a  hundred  miles  to  the  south  of  where  it  was  written 
(and  about  three  years  after  the  event  it  celebrates),  or  he 
learned  it  back  home  on  Prince  Edward  Island  from  a  friend. 
Whichever  way  it  was,  he  knew  it  was  composed  by  a  fellow 
Islander,  and  he  almost  certainly  learned  it  during  those  early 
years  when  he  was  still  traveling  back  and  forth  from  Prince 
Edward  Island  to  the  lumberwoods. 

So  much  for  the  facts;  let  us  now  turn  to  the  tradition.  Our 
opening  observation  should  be  that  its  force  will  first  be  felt 
not  in  how  a  poet  shapes  a  song  but  in  what  he  perceives  as  a 
suitable  subject.  Death  on  the  job  has  always  been  an  accept- 
able subject  for  Anglo-American  traditional  song,  and  lum- 


berwoods tradition  is  full  of  examples,  from  the  well-known 
"Jam  on  Gem's  Rock"  14  to  Joe  Scott's  "Guy  Reed"  to  The 
Teamster  in  Jack  MacDonald's  Crew."  However,  "The  Team- 
ster" is  different,  in  that  all  of  the  other  songs  I  know  of  are 
about  violent  and  accidental  death — a  man  killed  when  ajam 
hauled  or  a  landing  broke  or  a  tree  limb  fell  on  him — not 
death  from  sickness.  Right  from  the  beginning,  then,  our  poet 
was  trying  something  a  bit  new. 

All  artists  work  within  the  terms  of  their  audience's  expecta- 
tions. The  artist  may  decide  to  thwart  or  challenge  those 
expectations  in  some  way  or  ways,  giving  us  experimentation, 
the  breaking  of  new  ground,  something  new  and  different.  In 
the  traditions  of  contemporary  painting  and  poetrv.  for 
example,  we  can  go  so  far  as  to  say  that  experimentation  and 
change  are  the  expectation;  we  insist  on  boldness  and  fresh- 
ness of  expression,  which  can  leave  us  with  the  lovely  paradox 
that  change  is  the  tradition.  What.  then,  would  the  presumed 
audience  for  "The  Teamster"  have  expected  of  a  song? 

First  of  all,  they  would  have  expected  it  to  be  true,  to  tell 
what  really  happened.15  "All  them  songs  was  true,"  one  man 
told  me;  that  is  a  basic  assumption,  and  it  would  mean  that 
anyone  making  up  a  new  song  would  be  expected  not  to 
fabricate.  Second,  it  should  tell  that  truth  in  language  that  is 
straightforward  enough  to  be  immediately  intelligible. 
Freshness  of  expression  was  not  valued,  yet  at  the  same  time 
the  language  was  expected  to  be  somewhat  elevated  and 
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"poetic."  Words  like  "merry"  and  "unto"  were  noi  pan  ol  ilu- 
everyday  vocabulary  of  woodsmen,  for  example,  and  cliches 
about  Death  darking  our  door  or  "Death's  cold  grasp"  have  ii 
IxmIi  ways  in  being  at  once  familiar  (that  is.  immediately 
intelligible)  and  poetic,  Third,  it  was  not  at  all  expected  that 
the  tune  must  be  new  and  recognizably  different  Finally,  it 
should  follow  an  appropriate  form,  a  structure  that  allowed  it 
to  sa\  all  the  things  a  song  like  this  was  supposed  to  say. 

["he  basic  structure  ofdeath-on-thejob  songs  was  as  tradi- 
tional as  that  of  the  pastoral  elegj  or  the  medieval  dream 
poem.  Since  I  have  discussed  it  at  some  length  in  Joe  Scott,  I 
will  simph  summarize  it  here  while  showing  how  "The 
Teamster"'  exemplifies  it.'"  The  structure  can  be  outlined  as 
follows:  an  invitational  or  come-all-ve  opening,  the  setting, 
the  accident,  the  discovery  of  the  body,  and  an  aftermath 
i  which  nun  include  a  mention  of  loved  ones,  a  funeral  or 
burial  scene,  and  a  closing  piety  or  prayer).  "The  Teamster" 
fits  this  structure  perfectly  at  first,  beginning  as  it  does  with  a 
come-all-ve  and  a  description  of  the  setting: 

1 

tome  listen  to  my  story, 

The  truth  I'll  tell  to  you; 
It  is  about  a  teamster 

In  Jack  MacDonald's  crew. 
2 
Our  crew  it  was  a  merrv  one 

Of  eighteen  men  or  more: 
Our  winter's  work  had  scarce  begun 

When  Death  had  darked  our  door. 

There  is  a  small  problem  here.  The  second  stanza  speaks  of 
the  work  as  having  "scarce  begun."  yet  it  is  late  January  and 
the  crews  have  been  in  the  w  oods  since  October.  How  ever,  up 
to  this  time  the  main  task  has  been  felling  the  trees  and 
hauling  them  out  to  be  yarded  up  in  great  piles  along  the 
main  logging  roads.  Bv  January  the  deep  snows  would  have 
ended  this  phase,  and  as  the  song  savs.  the  "winter's  work" 
would  have  begun:  the  loading  of  those  logs  on  huge  "two- 
sleds"  and  hauling  them  over  the  snow-packed  roads  to  the 
river,  where  thev  would  be  landed  in  preparation  for  the 
spring  drive  downriver  to  the  mills.  This  was  work  where 
teamsters  were  the  kev  men,  and  it  should  be  remembered 
that  voung  Stubbs  was  a  teamster.  I  should  also  point  out  in 
passing  that  both  the  "come  listen"  and  the  "it  is  about" 
statements  are  conventional  fictions  (the  audience  already 
being  in  place  and  knowing  what  was  to  be  sung,  having 
perhaps  even  requested  this  particular  song),  hence  part  of 


the  elevated  language,  the  "poetry,"  as  well  as  the  stnu  ture. 
In  the  central  accident  discover)  sec  nous,  however,  our 

poet  has  his  work  cut  out  for  him;  since  Stubbs  was  not  killed 
in  an  accident,  there  was  no  body  to  be  discovered,  and.  as 
part  of  the  aftermath,  no  mournful  tidings  to  be  carried  home 

to  lo\  c-d  ones.  But  the  spirit  of  this  matter  is  present  in  that  the 
poet  describes  the  sickness,  (he  crew's  attempts  to  deal  with  it. 
and  the  taking  of  Stubbs  himself  home.  a\u\  it  seems  to  me 
that  he  works  out  (his  adaptation  rather  well.  The  final  section 
is  a  thoroughly  traditional  one,  a  prayer  or  pious  wish  th.it 
generalizes  this  specific  death  and  makes  it  a  pan  of  all  our 
lives: 

And  when  Death  comes  knocking  at  our  door 

And  we  are  called  to  go, 
Let  us  pray  that  we  will  meet  our  Lord, 

Let  His  mercy-  on  us  show. 

"The  Teamster,"  then,  in  that  it  follows  the  pattern  and  yet 
adapts  it,  is  both  satisfyingly  the  same  as  other  death-in-the- 
woods  ballads  and  surprisingly  different  from  them.  But  there 
is  an  even  more  basic  difference:  All  the  others  are  about  the 
man  who  died,  his  heroism  or  bravery,  while  "The  Teamster" 
is  not  so  much  about  Earl  Stubbs  as  it  is  about  the  crew.  To  be 
sure,  the  crew  is  mentioned  in  all  the  others  as  witnessing  the 
accident  or  searching  for  the  body  or  whatever,  but  in  the 
present  song  Stubbs  himself  is  completely  passive.  It  is  what 
the  crew  does  to  try  to  help  him  that  occupies  the  center  of 
the  poem,  and  while  what  thev  did  might  make  general  sense 
to  an  outsider,  it  would  have  spoken  volumes  to  a  woodsman. 
The  classic  example  is  the  fourth  stanza: 

The  night  passed  on  and  morning  came, 

The  sickness  it  grew  worse; 
We  moved  him  from  the  lower  bunk 

Into  the  upper  berth. 

The  standard  lumbercamp  was  built  with  two  layers  of  bunks, 
and  the  upper  bunks  could  sometimes  be  uncomfortably 
warm  in  the  early  evening  when  the  fire  was  still  up,  but  as  the 
night  wore  on  and  the  fire  died  down,  the  lower  bunks  would 
be  the  first  to  get  cold.  Moving  poor  sick  Stubbs  from  his  lower 
to  an  upper  bunk  thus  becomes  an  act  of  deep  significance, 
expressive  of  the  crew's  tender  concern  for  their  comrade. 
Add  to  that  that  breakfast  in  a  lumbercamp  came  early 
enough  so  that  the  men  could  be  at  their  tasks  at  first  light, 
sometimes  after  a  lantern-lit  walk  of  some  distance.  Some- 
one stays  with  Stubbs  while  the  others  go  to  eat,  and  when  the 
decision  is  made  to  take  him  home  MacDonald  and  Proctor 
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leave  right  away,  while  it  is  still  dark.  Thes  break  the  news  to 
his  wife  ("it  did  require  great  skill"),  and  they  send  for  the 
doctor  ("while  his  wife  and  family  cried").  MacDonald  and  his 
crew  are  the  heroes  of  the  song,  and  they  are  the  ones  toasted. 
The  funeral  is  not  even  mentioned  and  there  is  no  overt 
extension  of  sympathy  to  the  widow  and  children,  either  or 
both  of  which  are  standard  elements  of  many  such  songs. 
"The  Teamster,"  then,  is  an  occupational  song,  written  by  a 
woodsman  for  other  woodsmen,  and  would  have  been  fully 
intelligible  only  to  woodsmen.  It  was  almost  certainly  written 
by  a  member  of  the  crew  rather  dian  by  a  sympathetic  towns- 
man, and  in  this  regard,  I  was  interested  to  find  that  Earl 
Stubbs's  daughter  knew  nothing  at  all  about  there  ever  having 
been  such  a  song  until  I  sang  it  to  her. 

Why,  we  may  ask.  did  this  song  get  written  at  all?  Was  there 
something  unusual  about  the  central  act?  Did  MacDonald 
and  his  men  act  differently  from  the  way  other  crews  would 
have  acted?  I  cannot  speak  finally  on  that,  but  all  I  have  heard 
about  the  way  sickness  was  handled  in  the  lumbercamps  and 
all  I  have  learned  about  how  men  behave  when  one  of  their 
number  is  taken  seriously  ill  make  me  see  their  behavior  as 
perfectly  normal.  Not  even  the  song  makes  the  point  that  they 
did  anything  particularly  heroic  or  unusual.  They  were  just 
men  doing  what  they  could.  The  only  difference  was  that 
there  was  someone  around  of  a  poetical  turn  of  mind.  In  the 
same  way,  many  humorous,  unambitious  men  have  died  but 
only  Alfred  Pollexfen  had  Yeats  to  raise  his  cry  with  that  of  the 
visionary  white  sea  bird,  "lamenting  that  a  man  should  die.'"  1T 
The  poetry  is  of  the  poet,  not  of  the  event 

One  final  traditional  aspect  we  should  consider:  the  stanza 
form  and  its  concomitant  tune.  The  universal  practice  was  to 
take  an  old  tune  and  set  new  words  to  it.  and  while  I  have  no 
question  that  this  is  what  our  poet  has  done.  I  cannot  com- 
ment further  on  the  specific  tune,  since  this  is  the  only  song  I 
have  heard  it  to.  Of  course  it  is  possible  he  made  the  tune  up, 
but  it  is  extremely  unlikely  and  in  no  way  would  it  have  been 
considered  necessary  for  the  making  of  a  new  song.  In 
general,  though,  most  poets  working  at  this  time,  in  this 
metier,  used  the  so-called  double  or  come-all-ye  stanza:  four 
seven-stress  lines  rhyming  a  a  b  b  with  a  tune  to  fit.  Our  poet 
c  Ik  «sc  instead  the  shorter  "common  meter"  or  "ballad  stanza" 
of  four  lines  alternating  four  and  three  stresses  and  rhyming 
a  bib.  His  tune.  too.  has  certain  unusual  features.  The  first  two 
phrases  center  in  the  octave,  the  last  two  descend  to  the  tonic. 
which  gives  the  song  a  range  of  a  major  tenth,  making  it  a  little 
difficult  for  the  average  \oice  to  handle  (if you  pitch  the  first 
pan  comfortably,  you  wind  up  set  aping  bottom  at  the  end).  I 


should  also  point  out  that  this  use  of  the  shorter  stanza  form 
probably  helped  to  make  this  ballad  about  half  as  long  as 
most  of  its  counterparts. 

In  all  that  we  have  discussed  so  far,  we  have  seen  that  the 
poet  was  conscious  of  a  tradition  of  such  songs,  which  he  then 
adapted  to  his  material  in  ways  that  were  a  blend  of  that 
tradition  and  some  innovations  of  his  own.  In  no  wa\  do  I 
intend  to  praise  him  for  his  innovations,  which  would  be  to 
give  in  to  what  T.  S.  Eliot  spoke  of  as  "our  tendency  to  insist, 
when  we  praise  a  poet,  upon  those  aspects  of  his  work  in 
which  he  least  resembles  anyone  else."  I8  I  simply  wish  to 
point  out  what  was  the  creative  tradition  within  which  the 
poet  was  working  and  against  which  his  audience  would  have 
seen  his  work. 

Once  the  creative  problem  had  been  solved  to  the  authors 
satisfaction,  the  song  would  be  presented  to  its  public  b\ 
being  sung.  Others  would  either  pick  it  up  or  not.  If  thev  did 
not  the  song  died:  if  thev  did.  it  was  passed  on  and  became 
pan  of  the  tradition  against  which  future  work — even  for  that 
matter  past  work — would  be  judged,  which  is  just  about  what 
Eliot  means  when  he  says  that  "Whoever  has  approved  this 
idea  of  order.,  .will  not  find  it  preposterous  that  the  past 
should  be  altered  bv  the  present  as  much  as  the  present  is 
directed  bv  the  past."  I9 

But  "The  Teamster"  was  not  picked  up.  At  least  it  did  not 
enter  into  any  significant  or  widespread  oral  tradition,  and 
we  might  well  take  that  fact  as  evidence  that  its  intended 
audience  did  not  approve  of  it.  Very  well,  then,  what  intrinsic 
reasons  might  have  led  to  such  nonacceptance?  If  it  was 
originally  presented  tojack  MacDonald's  crew  (and  I  assume 
it  was),  they  hardly  could  have  faulted  it  as  not  being  about 
"something thai  really  happened."  Might  the  basic  storv  have 
been  correct  but  the  details  wrong?  That  is  possible,  but  I 
doubt  it:  it  isjust  too  straightforward  and  carefully  factual  for 
me  to  imagine  that  the  songmaker  was  not  making  even 
effort  to  get  it  all  down  right.  But  these  matters  would  only 
have  been  problems,  as  I  have  said,  for  Jack  MacDonald's 
crew.  Bevond  that  small  circle,  verisimilitude,  not  veracity, 
would  have  been  sufficient,  though  the  veracity  would  have 
been  assumed  and  might  even  have  been  supponed  bv  testi- 
monial ("I  was  in  the  camp  where  that  happened.". .  ."My 
father  knew  that  Tom  Proctor,  and  . .  . ").  The  general  situa- 
tion described — serious  illness  far  from  home — was  one  any 
woodsman  would  have  been  familiar  with:  the  details  of  the 
story  were  right  in  a  general  way;  and  the  careful  use  of 
proper  names  would  have  served  as  validation.  Truth-telling 
was  probably  not  the  problem. 
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rypical  double-deckei  bunks  in  .1  Maine  lumbei  wimp   IVvo  men 
riiepi  m  ew  l>  bunk,  .is .» rule  Sw  i>  bunka  <-.u  ned  the  name  >>t 
"muzzle-loaders, "  because  the  <>nl\  waj  u>  <n  into  them  w.is  tn>n: 
the  open  end  vn\  r693) 


On  the  other  hand,  poetry — or  the  lack  of  it — may  have 
been.  C. ranted,  the  song  follows  a  traditional  poetic  form,  and 
granted  that  its  language  has  its  heightened  moments,  never- 
theless it  is  all  \en  spare  and  quotidian: 

We  moved  him  from  the  lower  bunk 
Into  the  upper  berth. 

I  tend  to  see  those  lines  as  fine  because  thev  are  spare  and 
understated,  hence  rich  with  implication,  but  I  have  been 
raised  on  red  wheelbarrows  beside  white  chickens  and  the 
Scots  nobles  of  PercAs  "Sir  Patrick  Spens."  whose  •"hats  the) 
swam  aboone."  2"  The  economy  of  the  Child  ballads  has  long 
been  praised  bv  scholars,  but  anyone  who  has  worked  with 
traditional  song  in  the  Northeast  knows  that  economy  is  not 
the  ticket,  while  beautiful  language  is: 


Here's  adieu  to  Prince  Edward's  Island 

That  garden  in  the  seas. 
No  more  1*11  walk  its  flowery  banks 

To  enjoy  a  summer's  breeze. 
No  more  I'll  view  those  gallant  ships 

As  they  go  swimming  by 
With  their  streamers  floating  on  the  breeze 
Above  the  canvas  high.21 
That  is  from  "Peter  Emberiy,"  probably  the  best  known  woods 
ballad  in  the  Northeast.  Joe  Scott  took  his  lead  from  such 
diction,  and  the  lustiness  of  his  language  is  one  of  the  reasons 
why  his  songs  caught  on  and  were  sung  all  over  Maine  and 
the  Maritimes.22  The  point  is  this:  the  economy  and  unpreten- 
dousness  thai  I  personally  find  appealing  is  more  than  likeh 
one  of  the  reasons  "The  Teamster"  never  caught  on. 
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So  much  for  intrinsic  reasons.  There  are  some  extrinsic 
circumstances  that  can  help  explain,  or  at  least  mitigate.  "The 
Teamster's"  apparent  failure  to  he  accepted  into  oral  tradi- 
tion. First,  we  were,  in  1908,  getting  on  toward  the  end  of  an 
era  in  which  singing  played  an  important  pan  in  Maine 
lumbercamp  life.23  Second,  since  songs  of  this  son  were  writ- 
ten not  for  posterity  but  for  the  moment,  the  present 
audience,  we  should  perhaps  not  use  continuity  as  a  criterion 
of  acceptance  so  much  as  what  thejudgment  of  the  poem  was 
at  the  time  of  its  relevance,  something  we  have  almost  no 
chance  of  knowing  now.  Of  course,  continuity  is  one  sort  of 
evidence  of  approval  by  contemporaries,  which  certainly 
makes  it  appear  that  "The  Teamster"  did  not  make  the  cut.24 

But  on  the  other  handjoe  Walsh  did  learn  and  remember 
it.  and  Joe  Walsh  represents  that  critical  band  of  enthusiasts 
who  chieflv  earn  on  any  artistic  tradition,  be  that  tradition 
Italian  opera,  classical  guitar,  contemporary  poetry,  or  old 
songs.25  Why  did  he  learn  it?  The  simplest  answer  is  that  he 
liked  it.  and  simple  answers  are  often  best.  He  certainly  didn't 
learn  the  song  because  of  its  personal  associations:  he  never 
knew  any  of  the  people  named,  and  he  had  no  idea  where 
Sherman  Mills  was.  Depending  on  where  he  learned  it, 
though,  his  aesthetic  judgment  may  have  been  influenced 
by  extrinsic  factors.  If  he  learned  it  in  the  woods  at  Katahdin 
Iron  Works,  he  may  have  heard  it  sung  there  by  one  of  its 
authors,  a  fellow  Islander  from  Kings  County,  Sife  Moonev.  If 
he  learned  it  on  Prince  Edward  Island  from  his  friend  Tom 
Keefe,  that  association  (since  Keefe  knew  it  was  by  Moonev) 
would  have  been  reinforced  In  the  song's  being  about  the 
lumberwoods,  very  much  pan  of  Joe's  experience  at  the  time. 
These  associations  would  certainly  have  contributed  to  Joe's 
interest  in  the  song,  but  I  have  no  hesitation  in  saying  that  his 
main  interest  was  aesthetic:  he  thought  it  was  a  good  song, 
one  that  his  fellow  woodsmen  would  listen  to.  Joe  was  a 
singer.  *"I  always  sang,"  he  said,  "especially  when  we  were  up 

in  the  Iron  Works I  was  onl\  eighteen,  and  they  used  to 

keep  me  at  it  all  the  time.  Every  night."  2"  Obviousl)  a  singer 
like  Joe  would  be  on  the  lookout  for  new  material,  and  he 
might  even  learn  a  song  he  didn't  much  care  for  simph 
because  people  wanted  to  hear  it.  He  admitted  to  me,  for 
example,  that  that  was  why  he  learned  "The  Flying  Cloud,  "but 
he  never  made  an)  such  statement  about  "The  Teamster." 
Whatever  his  reasons  were  tor  learning  it.  though.  "The 
Teamster"  thus  came  into  the  charge  of  one  discerning  and 
caring  aficionado.  That  the  tradition  within  which  it  was 
created  and  had  relevance  was  a  cul  de  sac  was  not  the  fault  of 
either  Joe  or  the  song  but  of  the  changing  social  and  eco- 


nomic patterns  that  brought  an  end  to  the  all-winter  lumber- 
camp.  Even  so.  the  song  lay  there  quietlv  in  the  dark  .it  the 
back  of  Joe's  mind  until  a  junketing  folklorisl  called  it  back 
into  the  light  by  asking  for  a  lumberwoods  song. 


^MW  TV  come  at  last  to  see  how  complex  even  a  so-called 
M^^  simple  song  can  be.  We  have  seen  how  a  particular 
W  w  song  developed  out  of  a  specific  tradition  falling 
together  with  a  specific  event  in  the  mind  of  a  specific  some- 
one we  call  an  artist,  a  poet,  and  how  it  then  went  on  to 
become  part  of  the  tradition — that  continuum  of  creation/ 
consumption — out  of  which  it  arose.  In  this  sense.  "The 
Teamster"  is  perfectlv  comparable  to  "Dover  Beach. "  its  crea- 
tor to  Samuel  Barber  and  Matthew  Arnold,  and  Joe  Walsh — 
singing  that  night  in  his  kitchen  for  me  and  my  family — to  my 
dear  dead  sister  and  her  accompanists  who  performed 
"Dover  Beach"  in  concert,  stunningly,  in  the  terriblejune  of 
1940.  The  elements  in  each  comparison  are  vastly  different, 
but  that  should  not  obscure  the  much  more  important  fact  of 
their  essential  identity.  That  we  should  not  judge  the  products 
of  one  tradition  by  the  standards  of  the  other  should  by  now 
be  too  obvious  to  labor  further,  and  it  should  be  just  as 
obvious  that  in  this  context  pronouncements  about  higher 
and  lower  forms  or  great  and  little  traditions  are  entirely 
trivial  in  that  they  cloud  that  identity,  that  universality  of  the 
aesthetic  impulse,  that  folklorists  and  anthropologists  should 
labor  to  have  shine  forth.  In  his  1974  presidential  address  to 
the  American  Folklore  Society,  Dell  Hymes  put  our  position 
well: 

Succincdv  put,  folklorists  believe  that  capacity  for  aes- 
thetic experience,  for  shaping  of  deeply  felt  values  into 
meaningful,  apposite  form,  is  present  in  all  communities, 
and  will  find  some  means  of  expression  among  all.  We 
do  not  disdain  concert  halls,  art  museums,  quiet  libraries, 
far  from  it — most  of  us  are  university  scholars  and  that  is 
part  of  our  life.  But  our  work  is  rooted  in  recognition 
that  beauty,  form,  and  meaningful  expression  may  arise 
wherever  people  have  a  chance,  even  half  a  chance,  to 
share  what  thev  enjov  or  must  endure.27 

"The  Teamster's"  maker  shared  with  his  friends,  and  Joe 
Walsh  shared  with  me  and  my  family,  what  they  must  all 
endure.  The  hill  aesthetic  worth  and  integrity  of  a  song  shines 
forth  onlv  in  performance,  and  that  means  performance  in 
proper  context  I  never  heard  singing  in  a  lumbercamp:  I'm 
far  too  young  for  that.  But  I  have  come  close  to  it,  listening  to 
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men  sun;  the  old  songs  in  kitchens  and  parlors,  the 
unadorned  voice  letting  the  song  do  all  the  work — not 
explaining,  not  dramatizing — the  singer's  face  a  mask,  the 
eyes  closed  or  looking  om  on  nothing,  while  we  who  listened 
looked  out  on  nothing  too,  letting  the  song  come  in. 


Notes 

Versions  of  this  paper  have  been  presented  .i>  public  lectures  ai  the 
University  of  Now  Brunswick,  Fredericton.  N.B..  March  19,  1980; 
Mount  Allison  University,  SackviUe,  N.B..  November  17.  1980; 
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RANGE  CULTURE  AND  SOCIETY 
IN  THE  NORTH  AMERICAN  WEST 

By  John  W  Bennett 


$* 


i\  w 


?&*&&&** 


i     s 


Sui 


.-,*% 


- 


liis  informal  essay  has  an  intellectual  background 
derived  from  sociology  and  anthropology,  two  schol- 
arly fields  to  which  the  writei  owes  considerable  alle- 
giance. The  culture  <»i  the  North  American  West  Ins 
been  described  principally  i>\  historians,  folklorists, 
and  purveyors  of  the  serious  and  not-so-serious  enter- 
tainment media.  Iroin  ( )uen  W'isler  tojohn  \V.i\  ne. 
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Driving  cattle  into  the corral  foi  branding  and  dehorning. 
Bitterrool  Valley,  K.i\.ilh  i  ounty,  Montana,  in  the  1930s,  Photograph 
by  John  Valium  Farm  Steurity  Administration  filt,  Prints  and  Photo 
graphs  Division,  I  ibrary  qj  ( ,■■.. 

Pmmting  page  K.mi  h  foreman  and  his  nun  ai  ii»  Man  "i  .>  day, 
about  ll>lo  Enuin  Smith  Collsction,  Prints  ami  Photographs  Division, 
Library  oj  I 


we  have  been  saturated,  drenched,  drowned  in  ten-gallon 
hats,  cows  and  horses,  and  romantic  sunsets.  Here  uc  sh.ill 
take  a  more  pedestrian,  but  more  realistii .  look  ai  the  life  oi 
these  people  who  live  in  the  country  (and  in<  reasingiy,  pan  ol 
the  time  in  the  cit\ )  and  who  raise  animals  Foi  pleasure  and 
profit 

Sue  i.il  scientists  .uc  unromantic  people:  the)  deal  with  the 
t.uts  .uid  figures  of  human  activities:  how  people  relate  to 
one  another;  how  they  gain  power;  how  material  interests 
may  influence  behavior;  how  people  must  make  comprom- 
ises between  their  hopes  and  aspirations  in  order  to  survive  in 
society.  I  shall  lotus  on  two  groups  of  people  in  the  ram  hing 
industry:  the  ranchers,  or  owners  of  the  means  ol  production; 
and  the  cowhands,  or  workers  in  these  enterprises.  Owners 
and  workers:  employers  and  employees:  sets  of  terms  rarely 
used  to  describe  those  romantic  ranchers  and  cowboys. 

My  academic  habits  impel  me  to  formally  introduce  my 
subject,  and  to  stake  out  m\  positions  on  key  issues.  First  of  all. 
I  shall  explain  the  meaning  of  "range  culture  and  society."  I 
have  selected  the  modifier  "'range."  rather  than  "western"  or 
"ranching"  because  I  wish  to  suggest  that  underneath  the 
social  relationships  and  cultural  ideas  lay  two  ecological  fac- 
tors: first,  a  considerable  amount  of  space  in  relation  to  the 
number  of  human  beings  populating  that  space:  and  second, 
the  necessity  for  these  humans  to  learn  how  to  use  marginal 
and  often  refractor)'  physical  resources  (grass,  soil,  change- 
able weather)  in  order  to  survive  oi  at  least  make  a  living.  The 
low  population  density  permitted  much  greater  physical  and 
job  mobility  than  is  available  in  urban  environments,  and  less 
personal  attachment  to  particular  places.1  The  open  range  no 
longer  exists,  but  its  practices  shaped  a  mental  outlook  and  a 
set  of  behaviors  and  habits  which  persist — though  in  greatly 
modified  form.  The  resources  factor  led  to  a  set  of  individual- 
istic attitudes,  featuring  an  emphasis  on  physical  strength, 
competence,  and  active  performance,  rather  than  the  use  of 
words,  sedentary  skills,  and  manipulative  capabilities.  These 
elements,  likewise,  persist  in  altered  but  nonetheless  signifi- 
cant form.  Societies  and  cultures  rarelv  completely  lose  any- 
thing: thev  simply  adapt  the  past  to  the  present. 

Therefore,  bv  "range  culture  and  society"  I  mean  the  dis- 
tinctive patterns  of  social  organization,  human  relations, 
ideas,  and  stvles  of  behavior  that  developed  in  the  western 
half  of  North  America  around  the  production  of  livestock, 
principally  horses  and  cattle,  in  the  last  quarter  of  the  nine- 
teenth centurv  and  the  first  half  of  the  twentieth.  The  patterns 
were  based  on  the  geographical  factors  mentioned,  bin  also 
on  the  social  inheritance — the  things  people  brought  with 
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Rancher  Les  Stewart  and  cowboy  Chuck  YVheelock  work  side  by 
side  at  Stewart's  Ninety-Six  Ranch.  Humboldt  County,  Nevada. 
Photograph  by  Howard  W  Marshall  for  the  American  Folklife  Center's 
Paradise  Valley  Folklife  Project,  1978 
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them  when  they  moved  westward  This  was  not  an  indigenous 
population,  but  a  borrowed  one — it  was  required  to  adapt  its 
imported  institutions  to  a  new  environment,  as  Walter  Webb 
so  eloquently  pointed  out  a  generation  ago  (Webb  1931).  The 
social  inheritance  is  northern  Euro-American.  While  many 
of  the  artifacts  and  much  of  the  terminology  of  western 
livestock  production  had  roots  in  Hispanic  sources,  the  ideas 
of  individualism,  common  law.  land  tenure,  and  sex  roles  are 
all  pan  of  the  nineteenth-century  heritage  of  northern  Euro- 
pean movement  to  the  New  World  and  its  subsequent  exten- 
sions and  evolution  on  U.S.  and  Canadian  soil. 

Numerous  elements  of  the  symbolic  content  of  range  cul- 
ture became  a  focus  of  nostalgic  and  romantic  attention  in 
the  popular  culture  of  North  America  almost  as  soon  as  the 
range  industry  emerged  in  the  West;  its  emergence  did  not 
take  place  in  a  wilderness,  as  it  is  so  often  supposed,  but  on  the 
rural  fringe  of  a  literate  and  well-organized  national  society. 
The  symbols  emphasize  wild  and  colorful  behavior  in  an 
exotic  landscape,  and  thus  romanticize  the  system.  They  tend 
to  obscure  the  social  and  economic  realities  of  range  society. 

Some  distinctive  Euro-American  institutions  shaped  range 
society  and  culture.  The  rectilinear  grid  survey  and  freehold 
tenure  modified  the  fluid,  early  open-range  adaptations  to 
irregularly  distributed  physical  resources.  This  introduced  the 
need  for  "intensive"  livestock  production — irrigated  pasture, 
breeding  experiments,  and  so  on.  The  rectilinear  grid  tenure 
system  resulted  in  serious  inequities  because  of  its  noncon- 
formity to  irregular  resource  location,  and  the  consequence 
was  a  series  of  government  institutions  concerned  with  regu- 
lating and  collectivizing  glazing  and  water  use.  Subsidized 
grazing  on  public  lands  made  it  possible  to  raise  large 
numbers  of  cattle  at  extremely  low  overhead,  prolonging  the 
ranching  era  into  a  period  when  straight  livestock  production 
would  be  difficult  to  sustain  economically  (see  Voigl  1976  fora 
history).  This,  in  turn,  has  tended  to  preserve  the  distinctive 
culture.  Law  enforcement  in  the  United  States  was  put  in  the 
hands  of  the  local  community,  although  the  wide  open  spaces 
required  a  system  of  federal  marshalls  for  a  time:  in  Canada. 
the  Roval  Canadian  Mounted  Police  have  continued  to  act  as 
a  contractual  local  police  force  in  dozens  of  western  com- 
munities. The  frontier  society  had  a  natural  orientation 
toward  individual  achievement,  reinforced  bv  the  strong  tra- 
ditions of  North  American  culture  general!)  in  its  challenge 
to  the  European  status  system. 

Range  society  also  was  founded  in  the  economic  institution 
of  the  free  and  competitive  market  for  agricultural  products, 
and  ranchers  have  remained  among  the  staunches!  advo- 


cates of  this  system.  Livestock  was  produced  for  sale  horn  the 
ver\  beginning:  there  was  no  introductory  period  of  subsist- 
ence production,  as  there  was  in  the  Middle  East.  Central 
Asia,  and  Africa — all  areas  where  livestock  were  a  mainstay  of 
food  production  in  grassland  and  desen  regions.  North 
American  cattlemen,  despite  their  romantic  traditions,  were 
businessmen  from  the  beginning.  Range  culture  thus  has  a 
mingling  of  two  disparate  behavioral  styles:  the  self-made 
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man  of  the  frontier,  with  his  pride  in  overcoming  physical 
hardship  and  the  need  to  hend  nature  to  fit  human  purposes; 
and  the  sober  deportment  of  the  tradesman  and  farmer,  out 
to  make  monev  or  at  least  a  good  living.  In  many  ranching 
communities,  the  two  stvles  are  in  latent  conflict:  rich  old 
ranch  families  ma\  pride  themselves  on  their  simple  life,  and 
look  askance  on  younger  or  newcomer  ranchers  who  display 
their  wealth — or  sometimes,  the  other  way  around. 


The  two  most  ubiquitous  occupational  symbols  of  range 
society  were  the  rancher  and  the  cowboy.  They  arc  both 
known  by  a  variety  of  labels:  cowboys  are  also  cowmen, 
cowhands,  and  ranch  hands:  ranchers  are  also  cattlemen, 
range-men.  cattle  kings,  and  land  barons.  There  were  big  men 
and  little  men  on  the  range:  the  social  status  differed,  but  the 
down-to-earth  roles  and  the  symbols  introduced  so  earl)  in 
the  histon  of  the  industry  tended  to  blur  the  differences.2 


Range  Culture  and  Society 


Rancher  Loui  Cerri,  cowboy  Rusty  McCorkeU  and  two  other  cow- 
boys, and  trapper  Tim  Iveson  socialize  at  the  Paradise  Vallev  I). it 
after  a  day's  work.  Photograph  fr\  Carl  Fleisehhauer  for  the  Paradise 
Valley  FoWife  Project,  1979 


An  important  consequence  of  the  earlv  public  attention 
given  range  society  and  culture  is  the  strong  self- 
consciousness  acquired  by  participants  from  the  very  begin- 
ning. Range  people  knew  thev  were  different  from  urbanites 
and  easterners;  they  were  aware  of  the  attention  lavished  on 
them  in  popular  literature,  and  it  helped  forge  their  social 
attitudes.  First,  public  attention  created  a  strong  sense  of 
personal  involvement  with  the  way  of  life — it  was  not  just  a 
way  of  making  a  living  but  a  culture.  Second,  it  was  responsi- 
ble for  a  strong  feeling  of  prestige,  since  it  was  known  that 
people  on  the  outside  valued  the  way  of  life,  no  matter  how 
difficult  it  might  be  to  live  and  to  endure.  To  be  a  cowboy  or  a 
rancher  was  a  matter  of  considerable  self-awareness.  Third,  it 
prevented  or  at  least  delayed  the  emergence  of  an  industrial 
concept  of  labor-management  relations.  Rancher  and  cow- 
Ik  >\  shared  a  common  culture;  thev  were  participants  in  a 
general  way  of  life. 


Let  us  consider  this  "common  culture"  of  ranchers  and 
cowboys.  In  no  other  system  of  employer-employee  rela- 
tionships in  modern  industrial  society  is  so  much  held  in 
common  by  two  sides.  Analogs  can  be  found  in  frontier 
situations  the  world  over  and  at  any  historical  period:  the 
farmers  and  peasantry  of  early  medieval  Europe  come  to 
mind,  since  both  the  smallholders  and  the  working  landless 
peasants  shared  a  similar  modest  life,  a  similar  folk  version  of 
( ihristianity,  and  similar  problems  with  the  nobility  and  the 
organized  Church. 

In  the  North  American  West,  ranchers  and  cowboys  came 
from  generally  similar  social  origins:  they  were  adventurers, 
casual  laborers,  war  veterans,  and  occasionally  small  busi- 
nessmen or  storekeepers  who  made  their  way  west  to  carve 
out  a  new  life.  If  you  were  lucky,  or  had  a  special  quantum  of 
energy,  you  might  get  hold  of  land  and  become  a  rancher;  if 
you  came  later,  and  could  not  get  land,  you  worked  for  the 
rancher  as  a  cowboy.  Both  had  rather  limited  education  and  a 
detachment  from  the  orderly  bourgeois  life  of  townsmen  in 
the  East  and  the  Middle  West.  These  are  generalizations; 
there  are  few  statistics  available.  It  is  of  course  obvious  that 
there  were  differences  between  the  groups  at  the  end  of  the 
scale:  the  handful  of  European  and  eastern  capitalists  who 
became  cattle  barons;  the  numbers  of  illiterate  or  unskilled 
drifters  who  became  cowhands.  But  our  thesis  is  that  the 
majority  had  broadly  similar  social  origins  and  abilities. 

Moreover,  the  social  and  occupational  mobility  of  the  svs- 
tem  meant  that  cowboys,  especially  in  the  early  years,  had 


considerable  opportunity  to  become  ranchers — they  partici- 
pated in  a  version  of  what  some  rural  economists  and  sociol- 
ogists have  called  the  "agricultural  ladder"  (Spillman  1919  is 
the  original  statement).  Land  changed  hands;  the  good  cow- 
boy could  start  buying  some  and  accumulate  a  small  breeding 
herd,  often  depending  on  his  rancher-employer  to  stake  him. 
Or,  after  learning  the  trade  as  a  cowhand,  he  moved  on  to 
virgin  territory  and  started  ranching  on  the  open  range.  As 
time  passed,  a  substantial  majority'  of  small  and  medium-sized 
ranchers  were  former  cowboys.  The  shared  culture  was  part 
of  the  system  of  economic  mobility ;  the  mobility  facilitated 
the  sharing. 

The  distinctive  technology  and  work  habits  of  the  range 
created  a  common  set  of  recreational  pursuits,  some  of  which, 
like  the  rodeo  (as  suggested  by  Elizabeth  Lawrence  in  her 
1982  book  on  the  topic),  have  attained  the  status  of  social 
ceremonials,  implementing  and  symbolizing  the  shared  cul- 
ture of  rancher  and  cowboy  as  well  as  the  solidarity  and 
purposes  of  the  community.  The  breaking  and  riding  of 
horses;  the  need  for  both  the  rancher  and  his  hand  to  "know 
cow";  the  concern  for  fencing;  the  techniques  of  pasture 
management  and  irrigation — all  elements  of  the  production 
system  were  equally  known  to  employer  and  emplovee.  and 
out  of  them  came  a  matrix  of  meaning  and  value.  Both  the 
rancher  and  his  cowboys  can  be  seen  today  in  the  local 
rodeos,  competing  against  each  other;  both  may  be  found  at 
the  local  bar,  or  beer  hall,  as  it  may  be  known  in  Canada, 
bending  an  elbow  and  participating  jointly  in  the  endless 
round  of  tall  tales  and  elaborate  ironic  humor. 

The  common  experiential  sector  of  both  rancher  and 
cowboy  is  nicelv  illustrated  by  an  aphorism  the  writer  has 
picked  up  in  various  localities  in  the  northern  range  regions: 
"Who  is  the  rancher?  The  best  paid  manual  laborer  in  the 
country!  And  who  is  the  cowboy?  The  worst  paid  manual 
laborer!"  While  the  remark  connotes  a  status — or  at  least 
income — differential,  the  emphasis  is  on  the  common  expe- 
rience. Both  are  manual  laborers:  that  is,  they  come  from  the 
same  lowly  origins  (whether  they  really  do  or  not)  and  do  the 
same  kind  of  work  (whether  they  really  do  or  not).  On  the 
whole — the  barons  and  the  working  stiffs  always  excepted — 
they  do. 

Ethnicity  concerns  the  national  cultural  and  religious 
backgrounds  displayed  by  these  western  pioneers.  The  major- 
ity of  the  people  coming  West  to  engage  in  livestock  produc- 
tion after  the  Civil  War  in  the  United  States,  or  after  the 
Dominion  Act  in  Canada,  were  indigenous  to  North  America, 
mainly  the  Midwestern  states  and  provinces.  For  a  time  Mis- 
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souri  was  a  spawning  ground  of  cowboys;  thev  came  off  the 
small  hill  farms  in  the  Ozarks  where  the  economic  depression 
of  the  late  nineteenth  century  made  local  farming  nonviable 
(Charlie  Russell,  the  preeminent  cowboy  artist,  came  from 
south  St.  Louis!).  Thus  the  mountain  culture  of  the  Middle 
Border  plaved  its  role  in  forging  the  general  way  of  life  and 
attitudes  of  western  communities — and  certainly  the  rusticity 
of  the  cowboy  behavior.  Manx  early  ranchers  in  Alberta  and 
Saskatchewan  were  discharged  Mounted  Policemen,  and  a 
substantial  plurality  of  these  were  really  small-town  boys  and 
even  a  few  city  fellows  from  eastern  Canada.  The  general 
heritage  of  all  these  people  was  nonhern  European-North 
American,  principally  Scotch-Irish-English  or,  to  a  lesser 
extent.  Scandinavian-German.  In  the  farming  districts,  on  the 
other  hand,  while  many  people  were  from  this  same  stock. 
many  others  were  from  eastern  or  southern  European  coun- 
tries. The  latter  found  ranching  a  difficult  occupation:  their 
"peasant"  background  created  a  strong  attachment  to  the  soil 
and  to  ingrown  family  living  (also,  in  some  localities,  to  the 
Catholic  Church — and  orthodox  religion  has  generalh  not 


formed  a  suitable  base  for  western  ranching  lifeways).  At  the 
other  extreme,  a  handful  of  European  sons  of  nobility  also 
tried  western  life  and  ranching,  but  it  was  essentially  a  matter 
of  seeking  adventure,  and  few  stayed  in  the  business.  All  in  all, 
the  dominant  ethnic  background  of  the  ranching  industry 
was  "anglo";  that  is.  the  Scotch-Irish-English-midwestern  cul- 
tural background  with  its  casual  Protestantism  and  strong 
individualism. 

But  there  was  also  a  fairly  strong  southern  American  ele- 
ment in  the  ethnic  background.  After  the  Civil  War,  numbers 
of  southern  rural  and  small-town  people,  and  Confederate 
veterans,  made  their  way  West — in  some  regions,  like  Texas, 
forming  the  dominant  popular  stratum.  On  the  whole  these 
people  carried  the  same  cultural  patterns  as  their  northern 
relatives,  but  with  the  added  elements  of  racial  attitudes  and  a 
strong  romantic  conception  of  the  role  of  women.  The  racial 
attitudes  have  tended  to  persist  in  range  culture,  but  they  lack 
the  special  virulence  or  prejudice  associated  with  racial  occu- 
pational competition  found  elsewhere  in  North  America. 
Western  racism  was  more  a  kind  of  exclusivism — a  feeling  of 
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Theodore  Roosevelt  after  a  bear  hunt  near  Glenwood  Springs. 
Colorado.  Prints  and  Photographs  Division,  Library  of  Congress 


strangeness,  even  humility,  toward  people  of  other  races  and 
nationalities  that  did  not  fit  instantlv  into  the  rangeways. 
People  of  Jewish  descent  were  and  are  considered  to  be  mer- 
chants and  buyers,  not  cattlemen  or  even  fanners.  Negroes 
were  tolerated  as  the  occasional  cowboy,  but  none,  or  at  least 
very  few,  entered  livestock  production.  There  have  always 
been  a  few  black  rodeo  stars — there  are  always  one  or  two 
with  membership  in  the  Professional  Rodeo  Cowboys  organi- 
zation— and  they  are  usually  treated  with  elaborate  courtesy 
and  deference:  honored  exotics,  honored  because,  despite 
their  handicaps,  they  have  made  it.  The  racial  attitudes  come 
down  to  a  kind  of  embarrassment  One  feels  it  today  when 
ranchers  are  introduced  to  black  or  Oriental  people  in  hotels 
or  in  town:  thev  really  do  not  know  how  to  talk  to  them. 

In  the  sphere  of  relations  to  nature  there  was  a  concern  in 
range  culture  for  what  I  have  called  elsewhere  ( Bennett  1969. 
p.  94)  the  "Wild."  That  is.  not  "Nature"  as  it  is  known  by  urban 
intellectuals,  nor  the  "Wilderness"  as  it  is  defined  by  preserva- 
tionists, but  the  rough-edged  outdoors,  with  its  unpredictable 
topography  and  drainage  and  varied  flora,  with  its  different 
capacities  and  problems  for  grazing;  wild  animals  for  the 
hunt,  and  the  interesting  competition  between  domestic  and 
wild  animals.  The  Wild  offered  opportunities  for  another 
kind  of  adventure,  and  also  the  fellowship  of  kindred  rough 
souls:  the  Teddy  Roosevelt  mixture. 

The  culture  also  offered  impressive  opportunities  for  the 
control  of  social  interaction.  One  could  associate  with  his 
fellow  ranchers  and  cowboys  but  could  also  not  do  so  if  he 
chose;  above  all.  one  could  avoid  town  life  and  the  local 
farmers.  More  accurately,  one  could  define  one's  social  par- 
ticipation with  minima]  concern  for  social  or  communal  con- 
vention. The  rancher  enjoyed  the  town  on  festive  occasions 
as  well  as  anyone,  and  the  joshing  arguments  with  the  nesters. 
but  the  point  is  that  it  could  be  turned  on  and  off  One  could. 
and  can.  jump  on  the  horse  or  in  the  pickup  and  ride  down 
the  road  to  see  friends,  relatives,  and  associates  on  business 
or  pleasure — but  then  one  need  not  do  so.  Of  course  the 
telephone  and  the  automobile  have  weakened  such  control. 
bul  the  attitudes,  and  much  of  the  practice,  persist.  The 
famous  hospitalit)  and  egalitarian  openness  of  the  West  actu- 
ally were  rooted  in  its  restrictive  interaction:  outsiders  were 
welcomed  because  of  the  element  ol  novel!)  and  surprise: 
their  arrival  was  not  something  one  planned,  or  had  to  per- 
form  as  a  duty,  but  rather  a  spontaneous,  involuntary  expe- 
rience. It  was.  in  a  sense,  the  woi  king-off  of  guilt  over  prefer- 
ring  isolation  in  a  frontier  situation  demanding  mutual  aid 
and  friendship. 


The  pervading egalitarianism  is  the  most  pronounced  fea- 
ture, at  least  to  the  tourist  easterner,  who  is  almost  imme- 
diatelv  won  over  by  the  sight  of  ranchers  and  their  cowhands 
consorting  together  as  buddies.  But  this  enthusiasm  giv  es  w  a\ 
to  puzzlement  when  he  learns  what  the  rancher  earns.  ( >r  the 
value  of  the  property  he  owns,  and  c<  >mpares  it  with  the  wages 
the  cowboy  is  able  to  extract  from  his  employer.  Wages  have 
improved  greatly  in  the  past  two  decades  on  the  range,  but 
they  are  still  below  what  a  hard-working  man  with  industrial 
skills  might  obtain  in  a  factory  or  a  service  industry.  And  there 
has  been  a  flight  of  rural  labor  to  the  cities  in  the  West: 
consequently,  obtaining  good  ranch  hands,  particularly  the 
live-in  son,  complete  with  wife  and  kiddies,  has  become 
extremely  difficult  in  many  localities.  In  recent  years, 
ranchers  have  had  to  share  more  than  culture  with  their 
cowboys. 

From  the  standpoint  of  the  "shared-culture"  theme,  the 
real  disparity  in  economic  status,  combined  with  the  enthusi- 
astic public  egalitarianism  of  employer  and  employee,  is  diffi- 
cult to  understand — it  is  the  despair  of  farm-labor  organizers 
who  have  tried  at  intervals  through  the  years  to  mobilize  the 
cowhands.  On  the  whole  the  common  cultural  conscious- 
ness, combined  with  the  opportunities  for  occupational 
mobility,  have  managed  to  defeat  serious  unionization.  The 
physical  mobility  of  the  cowboy  also  helps  to  make  penna- 
nent  labor  organization  difficult — as  difficult  or  more  so  than 
it  was  for  baseball  plavers  or  lumbennen.  These  transient 
trades  are  refractory;  thev  evade  the  urban  industrial  social 
system. 

There  has  always  been  a  kind  of  dual  image  of  the  cowboy; 
one  side  emphasizes  his  colorful  behavior  and  manliness,  the 
other,  the  hard  work  and  privation  of  the  life.  Theodore 
Roosevelt3  put  it  very  well: 

But  everywhere  among  these  plainsmen  and  mountain- 
men,  and  more  important  than  any,  are  the  cowboys. . . . 
Singly,  or  in  nvos  or  threes,  thev  gallop  their  win  little 
horses  down  the  street,  their  lithe,  supple  figures  erect. 
. . .  thev  are  as  hardy  and  self-reliant  as  any  man  who 
ever  breathed — with  bronzed,  set  faces,  and  keen  eves 
that  look  all  the  world  straight  in  the  face  without  flinch- 
ing. . . .  Peril  and  hardship,  and  vears  of  long  toil  broken 
by  weeks  of  bnital  dissipation,  draw  haggard  lines  across 
their  faces. . . .  many  a  voting  fellow  comes  out  hot  with 
enthusiasm  for  life  on  the  plains,  only  to  leani . . .  that 
the  cowboy  business  is  like  anv  other  and  has  to  be 
learned  by  serving  a  painful  apprenticeship the 


Folklife  Annual  1985 


Range  Culture  and  Society 


95 


$m 


96 


Folklife  Annual  1985 


\tui  driving  cattle  a  distance  <>i  about  ten  miles,  cowboys <  luu  k 
Wheelork  and  Northern  Paiute  Indian  ( Hale  Notthrup,  along  wiih 
r.iiu  hei  1 es  Stewart's  son  Fred,  rest  .n  the  Bl*  k  Ridge  line  i  amp 
operated  b)  Stewart's  Ninet)  Six  Rant  h,  I  lumboldl  (  i<[\w\\. 
Nevada  Photograph  f>\  Sun  Jones  /<>»  the  Paradise  Valley  Folklife  Project, 
\ 


endurance  of  rough  tare,  hard  living,  dirt,  exposure 
. . .  and  month  after  month  of  the  dullest  monotony 
(Rooseveh  1899,  pp.  9-10). 

f  here  is.  moreover,  sufficieni  evidence  of  hostility  between 
rancher  and  co»  hand  to  make  it  clear  thai  the  shared  culture 
does  not  necessaril)  implv  low-  and  kisses.  Novels  and  belles 
lettres  generallj  arc  full  of  this:  the  classic  western  tale  often 
contrasts  the  ev  il  rancher  w  ith  the  simple,  noble  cowboys;  or, 
on  the  other  side,  the  honest  rancher  with  the  renegade 
cowboy.  Cowbo)  reminiscences  contain  plenty  of  material 
-  ggesting  thai  the  "boss"  was.  after  all,  a  taskmaster  and 
often  a  tyrant  Still,  despite  the  undercurrent  of  distrust,  the 
common  consciousness  prevails  in  most  places.  Ranchers 
and  their  range  employees  work  more  as  partners  than  as 
lx>ss  and  laborers:  ranch  hands  eat  at  the  noon  dinner  table 
with  the  rancher  and  his  wife  and  family;  they  are  gravely 
introduced  to  the  \tsitors  as  a  kind  of  extended  kin. 

1  his  participative  sharing — or  the  paternalism — of  life  on 
the  ranch  is  a  major  compensatory  factor  for  the  relatively  low 
wages  and  die  insecurity  of  job  tenure.  One  of  the  romantic 
elements  in  the  older  folk  image  of  the  cowboys  is  his  mobility: 
his  movement  from  job  to  job.  recreational  sprees  in  the 
towns,  occasional  lawlessness,  and  his  proclivity  for  a  wild 
and  reckless  life.  The  facts  are  of  course  difficult  to  obtain,  but 
no  doubt  much  of  this  imagery  has  a  real  basis.  It  was  the 
behavior  of  people  without  a  stake  in  an  economic  system, 
other  than  what  they  could  temporarily  buy  with  their  labor. 
However,  as  time  passed,  it  was  in  the  interest  of  the  rancher 
to  make  things  as  secure  as  possible  for  his  hands,  and  an 
important  pan  of  this  was  to  treat  them  as  junior  members  of 
the  family  and  kin  group.  Not  all  ranchers  were  congenial 
employers,  but  the  tendency  was  part  of  the  system  and  helps 
account  for  the  attractions  cowboying  had  for  its  incumbents. 

Range  culture,  like  all  ways  of  life  based  on  extractive 
resources,  displays  a  mixture  of  ideological  elements 
which  are  difficult  to  generalize  about.  In  the  first 
place,  it  is  intensely  entrepreneurial — a  factor  based  on  the 
individualism  of  the  frontier  and  the  basic  instrumental  char- 
acter of  livestock  production  by  kin-based  social  units  (the 
"family  ranch").  These  people  had  to  make  it  on  their  own — 
with,  of  course,  due  respect  to  the  market  But  the  market 
could  become  for  them  a  kind  of  weather  factor:  it  was  there, 
vou  had  to  conform,  but  you  could  also  manipulate  it,  swim  in 
it  and  chart  your  own  course  to  a  certain  extent — especially  if 
you  had  the  brains  to  figure  it  out.  And  that  is  the  essence  of 


nineteendveenturj  entrepreneurialism,  carried  forward  into 
the  twentieth  century.  Main  changes  have  occurred — the 
small  rancher  has  to  depend  on  (he  government  foj  hand 
outs  just  as  the  farmer  does  these  days,  but  the  raising  of  cattle 
retains  an  individualistic  operating  strategy  exceeding  thai  for 
farming.  The  multiplicity  of  ways  of  marketing  cattle  persists; 
your  product  is  not  automatically  channeled  into  grain  coop- 
eratives and  government  purchase  schemes  to  the  extent  the 
farmer's  field  crops  are,  and  the  fluidity  of  the-  mat  kiting 
system  helps  preserve  the  entrepreneurial  spirit. 

In  a  1972  paper  on  Arizona  ranchers.  Smith  and  Martin 
diagnosed  what  they  called  "ranch  fundamentalism":  a 
configuration  of  attitudes  shared  by  both  ranchers  and  cow- 
boys. In  essence,  the  attitudes  modify  the  classic  profit- 
maximization  model  ("economic  man")  in  the  direction  of 
more  modest  profit-seeking  in  order  to  live  a  comfortable  and 
self-defined  way  of  life.  It  is  characteristic  especially  of  the 
small-  and  medium-sized  ranchers,  who  may  have  their  own 
quiet  resentment  of  the  big  fellows  who  build  elaborate  ranch 
houses,  indulge  in  the  horse  hobby,  and  drive  Cadillacs.  But 
even  the  big  operators  generally  show  a  respect  for  the  range 
and  water  resources  which  helps  to  check  rampant  exploita- 
tion for  profit.  The  goals  do  not  always  coincide,  and  in  recent 
decades,  rising  costs  of  operation  have  weighted  the  resource- 
use  strategies  toward  excessive  grazing  and  increase  of  herds. 
Still,  it  is  in  some  degree  a  cultural-ecological  ethic:  you  have 
to  make  a  decent  living,  but  not  at  the  expense  of  your 
environmental  heritage — or  at  the  expense  of  the  peace  of 
mind  of  your  family  members. 

The  attitude  perhaps  shows  up  not  so  much  in  production 
activities  but  in  the  way  property  is  conceived  and  managed. 
A  majority  of  ranchers  everywhere  in  the  West  are  confronted 
with  a  crucial  decision:  they  can  sit  on  their  land  and  raise 
cattle,  or  they  can  sell  the  land  to  an  urban  investor  and  make 
a  small  fortune.  The  money  can  be  invested  in  a  business  or 
securities,  and  the  rate  of  return  can  be  in  considerable 
excess  of  what  can  be  made  from  livestock.  The  fact  that  so 
many  ranchers  elect  to  stay  in  the  cattle  business  and  not 
realize  the  larger  returns  on  their  property  is  proof  of  the 
"fundamentalism"  of  the  business.  Or  in  other  terms,  the 
culture — the  way  of  life — is  more  highly  valued  than  profits. 
Good  for  them!  They  are  among  the  very  few  operators  in  the 
North  American  economy  who  have  resisted  a  purely  pecun- 
iary orientation.  That  puts  them  in  a  class  apart  from  the 
other  resource  extractors:  the  miners,  foresters,  and  wheat 
farmers,  who  are  often  content  to  "mine"  their  resources  and 
damn  the  consequences.  Of  course  there  is  serious  collective 
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Four-year-old  son  of  a  ranch  general  manager  in  Arizona,  1909. 
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overgrazing  and  abuse  of  the  land,  but  the  range  has  a 
remarkable  capacity  for  recovery,  and  ranchers  often  follow  a 
strategy  of  cycles  of  abuse  and  recover)' — an  approach  not 
fully  appreciated  or  understood  by  conservationists. 

The  cowboy  is  in  a  similar  position.  Those  who  forgo  the 
higher  wages  obtainable  in  the  towns,  in  automotive  repair 
and  similar  sen  ice  trades,  for  more  modest  pay  on  the  ranch, 
are  likewise  engaged  in  trading  off  income  for  a  way  of 
life — for  the  opportunity  of  doing  what  they  like  to  do,  hard  as 
it  may  be.  And  similarly — the  town  businessmen  who  buy 
ranches,  though  certainly  interested  in  profits  and  invest- 
ment value,  are  putting  their  money  into  something  that  does 
not  offer  as  much  return  as  sales  or  industry.  The  glamor  of 
participating  in  range  society  and  culture  is  return  enough.  A 
"satisficing"  spirit  prevails:  it  is  a  trade  against  pure  money, 
and  therefore  the  economist,  imbued  with  classical  models  of 
profit  maximization,  finds  it  difficult  to  account  for  the 
behavior. 

But  economic  analysis  can  still  be  applied  by  manipulating 
the  terminology.  The  economist  can  define  the  ranching 
spirit  as  a  form  of  consumerism  rather  than  production.  The 
rancher,  in  this  sense,  values  his  occupation  more  highly  than 
the  returns  to  scale  of  investment  he  can  obtain  from  its 
product.  Thus,  the  difference  between  what  you  pay  for  the 
ranch,  or  what  you  get  for  selling  livestock,  and  what  you 
could  obtain  from  an  alternative  use  of  capital  is  a  measure  of 
the  value  of  "consumer  goods" — that  is,  range  culture — you 
have  elected  to  enjoy. 

A  few  fortunes  were  made  in  cattle  alone,  but  most  great 
"ranching"  fortunes  were  made  on  land  and  oil  and  minerals, 
not  livestock  Money  derived  from  catde  was  used  to  accumu- 
late property  of  greater  exchange  value:  value  that  was  carried 
on  the  backs  of  the  stock  market,  real  estate,  mining  and 
energy  industries.  The  people  who  stayed  in  ranching  always 
did  well,  especially  if  they  accumulated  land  and  water,  but 
this  was  modest  wealth,  not  endless  riches.  The  media  have 
been  aware  of  this:  Edna  Ferber's  novel  Giant  and  the  morally 
debased  but  nevertheless  structurally  accurate  spinoffs  like 
the  TV  show  "Dallas"  convex  the  larger  business  interests  that 
a  few  big  operators  developed  out  of  an  original  stake  in 
grazing  land.  This  activity  and  its  cultural  values  extend 
beyond  the  scope  of  our  concerns  in  this  essay,  but  they  are 
nonetheless  part  of  the  larger  system — a  projection  of  the 
basic  entrepreneural  spirit  inherent  in  ranching  from  the 
beginning. 

"Ranch  fundamentalism,"  then,  contains  a  number  of 
elements,  some  of  which  we  have  already  discussed: 


1  Land  fundamentalism:  land  is  valuable  as  space,  not 
only  as  property;  as  a  symbol  of  presence  and  stability, 
not  merely  capital. 

2  Familial  fundamentalism:  a  large  family  is  a  good  thing; 
your  children  can  spread  the  presence  of  the  family 
economically  and  socially  in  the  region. 

3  Rural  fundamentalism:  the  country  is  better  than  the 
city — quieter,  more  authentic,  more  honest,  more  moral. 

4  Conservationist  fundamentalism:  one  should  husband 
resources,  not  abuse  them,  or  at  least  manage  them  in 
such  a  way  that  cycles  of  overuse  alternate  with 
underuse. 

5  Managerial  fundamentalism:  a  "satisficing"  strategy  is 
better  than  raw  maximization. 


Turning  from  some  of  the  characteristics  of  range  cul- 
ture to  the  social  organization  of  the  rancher-cowbov 
system,  we  also  move  from  cultural  anthropology  to 
sociology .  Both  disciplines  (plus  economics,  as  we  have  just 
seen)  are  needed  to  understand  ways  of  life;  none,  by  itself, 
does  an  adequate  job. 

The  first  pattern  is  the  method  of  occupational  training. 
We  shall  use  the  term  apprenticeship  since  it  defines  the  system 
better  than  any  other.  Apprenticeship  is  a  rather  medieval- 
sounding  term,  in  this  age  of  trade  schools  and  formal  accred- 
itation bv  diploma.  But  as  a  method  of  training  practitioners 
certain  trades  and  crafts  it  hangs  on,  because  there  is  really  no 
better  way  of  learning  them.  The  art  of  cowboying  involves 
practical  experience  on  horses  and  on  terrain;  the  roping, 
riding,  welding,  and  automotive  repairing  are  all  important, 
but  equally  important,  for  example,  is  the  ability  to  under- 
stand how  pastures  can  be  fenced  in  order  to  maximize 
grazing  (not  necessarily  income  maximizadon)  while  at  the 
same  time  protecting  the  plant  cover  for  future  use.  That  is, 
cowboys  have  to  know  how  to  move  animals  around  with 
horses,  dogs,  orjeeps,  and  how  to  open  and  close  fences.  This 
pattern  is  different  for  every  single  ranch:  the  cowboy  must 
develop  a  sense  of  how  ranches  differ  and  be  prepared  to  vary 
his  strategies.  He  may  receive  directions  from  the  rancher- 
proprietor,  but  he  still  has  to  be  able  to  understand  the 
instructions  and  be  prepared  on  occasion  to  argue  against 
them  if  experience  teaches  him  they  are  wrong.  Thus  a  cer- 
tain degree  of  autonomy  of  decision-making  is  inherent  in  the 
cow  hand  role,  and  thus  begins  the  entrepreneurial  course  of 
instruction  that  will  serve  him  in  good  stead  if  and  when  he 
strikes  out  on  his  own. 
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Hie  cowboy  learns  such  skills  l>\  working,  not  l>\  going  to 
school.  The  situation  is  similar,  though  not  identical,  foi  the 
rancher's  son.  The  Ik-si  way  t<>  learn  to  run  a  ranch  after 
inheriting  one  (or  buying  one)  is  to  work  on  one,  and  if  you 
cm  watch  (and  silently  criticize)  youi  father,  so  much  the 
better.  The  ranchei  's  son  is  thus  really  a  built-in  cowboy,  and 
often  he  is  treated  more  casually  or  callously  In  his  lathei 
than  are  his  dad's  cowhands,  who,  after  all,  know  more  about 
the  place  than  the  young  son.  If  the  son  shows  unusual 
aptitude,  fie  may  become  a  straw  boss,  a  foreman,  and  thus  he 
begins  his  managerial  training  by  giving  orders  to  the 
hands — and.  incidentally,  palling  around  with  them  in  town. 
Thus  begins  egalitarianism. 

The  son  has  one  advantage  over  the  apprentice  cowhand: 
he  can  go  to  college.  The  debate  as  to  whether  agricultural 
school  helps  future  ranchers  continues;  the  evidence  is  not 
clear,  and  most  certainly  the  actual  day-to-day  management 
of  a  ranch,  with  all  its  movement  and  crisis,  cannot  be  learned 
in  the  university.  But  the  rancher's  son  can  go  to  business 
school  and  acquire  the  literacy  and  technical  training  which 
is  increasingly  necessary  to  run  a  ranching  enterprise  and 
stay  abreast  of  the  market,  the  government  benefit  programs, 
and  the  technology  and  science  of  livestock  breeding,  irriga- 
tion, and  cultivated  pasture. 

The  apprenticeship  system,  operating  within  both  the 
rancher  and  the  cowboy  groups,  contributes  to  the  sense  of 
mystery  and  arcana  surrounding  extensive  livestock  produc- 
tion on  relatively  large  tracts  of  land.  The  "know  cow"  slogan, 
mentioned  earlier,  nicely  sums  it  up:  only  those  who  have 
been  through  the  apprenticeship  system  can  really  under- 
stand the  routinized  yet  intricate  behavior  of  cattle  in  search 
of  optimal  forage  and  water,  and  the  breeding  rituals  of  the 
beef  herd.  Formal  instruction  is  more  common  today  than  it 
was  in  the  past,  when  learning-by-doing  was  the  only  possible 
method.  But  the  techniques  of  ranching  really  have  not 
changed  much  in  a  century — in  contrast  to  crop  farming, 
which  is  subject  to  much  greater  scientization.  The  appren- 
ticeship system  thus  helps  forge  the  shared  culture  of  rancher- 
cowboy  society;  these  are  all  men  who,  like  GIs  in  World  War 
II,  went  through  basic  training  together  and  thereby  have 
something  no  one  else  has. 

Apprenticeship  leads  to  paternalism,  our  second  pattern  of 
range  society.  The  term  is  inexact  and  has  unfortunate  con- 
notations of  medieval  guilds  or  Japanese  feudal  relations. 
There  are  similarities,  but  the  distinctive  character  of  pater- 
nalism in  range  society  is  its  fusion  with  egalitarianism. 
Indeed,  paternalistic  relations  are  definitional!}'  opposed  to 
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Ranch  children  acquire  cowboy  skills  and  values  early,  .is  at  this 
roundup  on  the  Quanei  Circle  l  Brewstei  Arnold  Ranch 
Company  neai  Bimey,  Montana  |une  1939  Photograj 

Rothstnn  I         S  \  twtinistration  //'//■,  hint*  mid  Photographs 

Division,  I  ibran  ngms 


III  .1  |>.uk:;ii;  lol  iif.ll   the  S(  cue  <>l  .1  If 


McDermitt,  Nevada,  1980,  Buck  rayloi  gives 
Rex  I  Idei  faylor,  who  is  nicknamed  "Dally" 


.mi  roping  i  ompetition, 
.1  lesson  u>  Ins  s,m 
'  aftei  .1  roping  k< li 
nique   I  he  raylors  have  come  to  the  contest  from  Princeton, 
Oregon.  Photograph  by  <  ml  Fkischhawi  fm  tfu  Parodist  Valby  FoUUife 


egalitarianism,  but  nothing  is  really  inherent!)  opposed  in 
soda!  organization:  combinations  ol  appareni  polarities  are 
the  order  of  things.  1  lu-  point  is  thai  if  apprenticeship 
becomes  the  dominant  theme  of  training  and  learning  in  a 
craft,  the  teacher  tends  to  become  a  sponsor  ol  the  people  he 
educates.  And  if  the  pupil  shows  uiuimi.iI  abilities,  the  teachei 
or  master  is  likely  to  maintain  an  interest  in  his  welfare  and 
help  him  make  His  own  start  Probably  a  majority  of  the 
cowboys  who  become  ranchers  were  helped  to  do  so  b\  their 
former  employers,  who  saw  to  ii  that  they  were  slaked  with 
enough  land  and  animals  to  make  a  start  in  the  business  In 
this  sense,  paternalism  is  the  introductory  phase  of  egalitar- 
ianisni: the  former  apprentice  becomes  a  fellow-rancher,  and 
the  egalitarian  relationship  emerges. 

Paternalism  in  range  society  was  also  based  on  the  eco- 
nomic situation.  Since  cowboys  have  never  been  well  paid 
relative  to  the  return  from  livestock  production,  assistance 
beyond  the  savings  capacity  was  needed.  The  system  also 
provided  a  strong  incentive  for  ambitious  and  skilled 
cow  hands  who  might  want  to  move  into  ranching.  They  were 
motivated  to  work  hard  and  "learn  cow"  hecause  by  doing  so 
ihe\  might  he  able  to  earn  the  right  to  receive  paternalistic 
assistance.  The  s\  stem  extends  beyond  the  ranch  itself  to  the 
retired  old  ranchers  in  the  little  western  towns  who  make  a 
specialty  of  lending  money  to  promising  starters.  And  beyond 
this,  businessmen  with  a  soft  spot  for  ranching,  and  who  may 
own  ranching  properties  themselves,  often  provide  substan- 
tial loans  of  capital  to  young  former  cowhand-ranchers.  In 
the  small  city  of  Medicine  Hat.  Alberta,  a  local  hardware 
magnate  did  this  for  a  generation,  finding  the  practice  lucra- 
tive not  only  in  terms  of  repa\ments  at  interest  (usually 
slisjhth  lower  than  bank  prime  rates,  and  on  informal  sched- 
ules), but  in  continuing  business  relationships  over  tools. 
machinery,  vehicles,  and  breeding  stock.  Bankers  may  culti- 
vate  somewhat  similar  relationships  with  young  starters. 
although  generallv  banks  are  less  flexible  in  their  terms. 

These  relationships  cam  a  strong  familial  flavor  in  the 
range  districts.  We  have  already  mentioned  the  importance  of 
large  families — sons  and  daughters  through  marriage  estab- 
lish linkages  among  ranches,  permitting  capital  accumulation 
and  transfer  and  the  development  of  dynastic  enterprises 
which  may  come  to  dominate  the  industry  in  the  locality.  The 
senior  or  established  rancher  is  a  father  to  his  children,  but  a 
foster-father  to  his  gifted  cowhands,  who  become  a  kind  of 
active  kin.  extending  the  network  of  obligations  and  lovalties 
thai  enable  the  rancher  to  maintain  his  labor  force  and  his 
lucrative  financial  ties. 


All  these  patiei  ns  may  exist  in  the  crop-farming  community 
as  well,  and  most  certainly  in  the  farmer-rancher  community, 
which  has  spread  rapidly  in  renin  decades,  Rial  is,  the 
practice  of  raising  livestcx  km  modes)  numbers  as  an  adjunct 
to  crop  farming  on  medium-to-large  farms  has  become  a 
mainstay  of  main  agricultural  districts  and  regions  in  the  West 
\s  farmers  merge  into  the  ranching  trade,  thev  pick  up  Un- 
social and  cultural  patterns  of  the  range  world.  In  main 
western  districts,  the  modern  cowboy  is  a  farmer's  son  \ltn 
all.  there  are  more  tanners  than  ranchers  almost  everywhei  e, 
since  their  land  spreads  are  smaller,  and  hence  then-  is  more 
room  for  operators.  Thus  a  social  as  well  as  an  economic 
bond  is  established  benveen  the  farm  and  ranch  families,  and 
in  some  western  regions  the  kin  networks  run  jointly,  making 
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the  cultural  and  occupational  distinctions  between  farming 
and  ranching  largely  ceremonial  or  a  matter  of  stvlistic 
nuance. 

Then  there  is  the  town-country  relational  system.  We  have 
ah  each  mentioned  the  financial  and  business  ties  serving  the 
needs  of  the  young  cowboy-ranchers.  But  there  is  more: 
ranchers,  to  an  extent  perhaps  greater  than  farmers,  and 
possibly  because  of  more  money,  have  always  shown  an 
interest  in  entrepreneurial  ventures.  The  largeness  of  ranch 
families  also  helped:  one  or  more  of  the  sons  would  elect  to 


establish,  with  family  financial  help,  service  trades  and  enter- 
prises in  the  towns  serving  the  country:  machinery  dealer- 
ships, hardware,  furniture,  automotive  repair  and  welding, 
construction  businesses  specializing  in  farm  and  ranch  build- 
ings. These  businesses  strengthened  the  family  fortunes  and 
permitted  land  expansion — as  we  noted  earlier  in  the  case  of 
the  big  land-cattle  enterprises,  with  their  many  business  rami- 
fications, extending  into  urban  areas. 

But  two  sectors  of  the  small  western  town  life  that  ranchers 
and  cowboys  have  had  little  to  do  with  are  the  religious  and 
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social  welfare  activities.  Ranchers  may  participate  in  the 
economic  activities  of  small  towns,  but  they  enter  less  often 
into  civic  and  church  affairs  (although  their  wives  may  do 
so).  The  pervading  entrepreneurial  spirit  and  the  strong  indi- 
vidualistic emphasis  is  responsible  for  a  general  lack  of  inter- 
est in  the  indigent,  or  the  people  who  have  not  been  able  to 
"make  it  on  their  own."  whatever  the  reasons.  Ranch  social 
networks  help  their  own;  thev  are  not  known  for  charity  and 
benevolence  toward  the  poor.  Thus  ranch  families  are  not 
well  represented  in  the  congregations  of  the  country  and 


Rant  ii  wife  Marie  Stewart  serves  midda)  lun<  li  to  hei  husband, 
M.n.  .mil  ,i  branding  <  rew  at  \\<>ik  on  the  Stewarts'  Ninog  si\ 
Ranch,  Octobei  1979  [oining  the  Stewarts  and  the  crew  i"i  luncl 
.in  Mxiimy;  filmmakers  who  are  dot  umenting  the  event  i<>i  the 
American  Folklife  Center,  Mi s  Stewan  does  not  herself  join  the 
group  .ii  the  table,  I  in  unot  i  upied  i  inn  belongs  to  the  photo- 
grapher. Photograph  by  Carl  Flnschhaum  foi  the  Paradise  Valley  Folk 
li/t  Project 


town  churches,  tin-  school  boards,  or  the  volunteet  social 
assistant  e  bodies,  rhese  groups  are  usually  served  mainly  by 
the  retired  farmers  and  the  small-town  men  bants.  The  i<  l.i 
tive  detachment  of  the  ranchei  from  the  social  integrative 
rituals  and  activities  of  town-country  society  helps  to  define 
the  range  culture  as  detached,  somewhat  apart  from  the 
"normal"  social  life  of  rural  areas.  Ranchers  and  cowboys  are 
therefore  confirmed  in  their  status  as  folk  figures,  as  living 
representatives  of  a  frontier  mentality  and  way  of  life. 

Finally,  the  women.  The  cowboy  as  symbol  is  of  course 
intensely  male:  there  ate  no  female  cowboys,  although  there 
ate  a  few  young  women  in  the  rodeo,  usually  not  as  profes- 
sionals, and  of  course  there  are  avid  horsewomen  on  the 
ranches.  A  few  women  run  ranches  out  west,  but  almost 
always  as  the  result  of  a  father  or  husband  dying  without  a 
male  successor.  The  public  definition  of  the  woman's  role  in 
range  society  is  that  of  fiance,  mother,  and  housewife,  and  in 
the  traditional  literature  she  has  been  put  on  a  pedestal:  the 
southern  element  is  particularly  strong  here.  The  novels  and 
movies  are  full  of  cowboys  and  rangemen  seeking  vengeance 
for  insults  to  women.  And  the  literature  also  exploits  the  twist: 
the  genteel,  soft  girl  from  the  town  displaying  unexpected 
macho  skills  and  bravery. 

More  important,  though,  is  the  fact  that  as  captains  of  the 
domicile,  women  did  play  a  vital  role  and  also  a  sacrificial 
one.  Women  did  the  hard  home  chores,  cooking  the  meals, 
tending  the  garden,  raising  and  launching  the  kids,  arranging 
the  marriages,  and  maintaining  the  important  social  relation- 
ships with  relatives  and  neighbors  which  supply  the  labor 
needs.  Range  women  are  active  in  the  ladies'  clubs  and,  when 
they  can  get  to  town,  the  churches.  In  recent  decades  women 
have  taken  over  managerial  tasks  as  well.  In  many  districts 
women  go  to  school  longer  than  their  men;  they  are  better  at 
writing  and  figuring  (ranchers  often  marry  school  teachers). 
The  intricate  new  systems  of  livestock  performance  testing 
and  cross-breeding  are  monitored  on  many  if  not  most 
ranches  by  the  women,  who  keep  the  record  books  or  operate 
the  computer.  Papa  may  get  the  public  credit  for  production 
decisions,  but  mama  prepares  the  information  base  necessaiv 
to  make  the  decisions.  As  yet  ranch  women  have  not  received 
due  recognition  of  their  important  services,  but  this  is  grow- 
ing. Women  also  receive  formal  training  for  their  pursuits: 
their  mothers  school  them  in  the  household  tasks,  and  the 
local  high  schools  and  trade  schools  supply  the  training  in 
clerical  skills.  Women  on  ranches  are,  in  some  sense,  more 
professionally  trained  for  their  roles  than  the  men  are  for 
theirs. 
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To  an  increasing  extent,  cowboys  mam  and  raise  families 
and  correspondingly  demand  employment  situations  where 
thev  can  bring  the  family  with  them — the  so-called  "live-in" 
arrangements  on  the  medium  and  larger  ranches.  These 
voung  women,  sometimes  from  the  same  social  origins  and 
kin  networks  as  the  ranch  wife,  can  develop  intimate  relation- 
ships with  her,  and  the  cowboy's  slow  progress  toward  ranch- 
erdom,  or  rancher-farmer  status,  is  aided  by  his  wife's  ability 
to  establish  profitable  relationships. 

Women  can  also  play  a  vital  role  in  socializing  the  ranch 
sons.  I  noted  earlier  that  the  relationship  between  father  and 
son  is  often  strained,  due  to  the  fact  that  the  son  is  an 
immature  apprentice  cowboy  and  may  be  treated  as  such  by 
his  father.  The  mother  must  play  the  countervailing  nurtur- 
ant  role  in  such  situations,  and  this  means  she  is  free,  if  she 
wishes,  to  direct  his  interests  toward  occupations  other  than 
livestock  production.  In  many  families,  she  is  chiefly  con- 
cerned with  heading  him  awav  from  cowboying  or  rodeo- 
riding — she  considers  them  dangerous  and  demanding 
pursuits — but  on  the  whole  she  is  favorable  toward  ranching 
and  will  do  what  she  can  to  encourage  the  boy,  if  he  has 
talents  and  interests  and  strength,  to  follow  in  his  father's 
footsteps.  If  there  is  more  than  one  son.  by  necessitv  the 
mother  will  need  to  point  the  boys  toward  something  other 
than  the  family  ranch,  since  only  one,  in  the  majority  of  cases, 
can  inherit.  The  mother  is  thus  a  crucial  figure:  she  not  only 
trains  the  daughters  to  be  homemakers — or  nurses  or  social 
workers — but  also  keeps  equilibrium  among  the  sons  and 
their  father.  It  is  obvious  that  in  some  respects  this  confounds, 
or  conflicts  with,  the  urban-derived  stereotvpes  of  the  "liber- 
ated women."  4  But  it  is  not  hard  to  understand  wh\  women 
are  sometimes  "put  on  a  pedestal":  their  social  role  deserves 
special  honor. 


When  we  view  the  cowboy  as  an  occupational  rvpe — an 
employee  in  a  distinctive  form  of  agricultural 
production — what  happens  to  our  understanding  of 
him  as  a  folk  figure?  I  believe  we  can  say  that  the  character 
traits  which  fed  the  popular  culture  are  rooted  in  the  social 
and  economic  basis  of  ranching  as  an  industry:  the  shared 
culture  of  ranchers  and  cowhands:  the  willingness  to  define 
the  culture  as  a  way  of  life  and  a  means  of  enjoyment;  its 
innate  individualism  and  love  of  independence:  its  function 
,iv  a  source  of  recreational  pursuits  and  performance  skills. 
But  beyond  these  obvious  roots,  there  is  the  response  of  the 
outside  world  to  the  cowbov:  the  fascination  exerted  on  sed- 


entarv  urban  minds  by  people  who  ride  horses  across  open 
spaces  and  who  have  a  heritage  of  pioneering  exploration 
and  the  conquest  of  nature.  These  attractions  were  so  stn  >ng 
that  the  image  of  the  cowboy  became  a  romantic  one.  and 
much  of  the  hard  reality  of  life  as  an  underpaid  agricultural 
laborer  was  ignored  and  forgotten. 

The  entire  system  of  North  American  range  culture  and 
society  is,  in  the  last  analysis,  maintained  by  the  basic  institu- 
tions of  livestock  production  for  a  "free"  market  If  ranchers 
are  eventually  absorbed  into  pooled  marketing  schemes,  or 
"cattle  boards,"  as  various  western  governments  have  pro- 
posed from  time  to  time,  much  of  the  distinctive  character 
of  the  system  will  vanish.  There  is  alreadv,  as  a  result  of  the 
inexorable  spread  of  government  assistance  on  all  fronts,  a 
growing  disparity  between  frontier  individualism  and  the 
actual  integration — between  the  independent  rancher  on  the 
one  hand,  and  the  verticallv  integrated  rancher,  selling  his 
stock  on  contract  to  packers  or  supermarket  chains,  on  the 
other.  As  this  happens,  the  cowboy  becomes  less  a  romantic 
figure  and  more  an  industrial  emplovee.  Perhaps  his  dav  is 
over;  we  shall  see. 

A  bit  of  light  can  be  thrown  on  the  future  by  comparative 
observations.  In  recent  vears  I  have  studied  the  problems  of 
economic  development  for  migratory  tribal  pastoral  livestock- 
raisers  in  .Africa.5  Largely  subsistence  producers,  these  several 
hundreds  of  thousands  of  people  have  been  urged  and 
assisted  in  a  transition  to  more  sedentarv.  intensive  modes  of 
production  of  animals  for  market  Obviouslv  their  culture 
differs  greatly  from  the  North  American  range  patterns.  But 
there  are  striking  similarities  in  basic  elements:  the  system  of 
apprentice  herdsmen — the  "cowbovs" — usually  relatives;  the 
ambiguous  position  of  the  chief  herd-owner's  sons:  the  sim- 
ilar subdued  status  of  women:  the  struggles  with  government 
programs  and  inhibitions  to  free  marketing  of  animals  (pas- 
toralists  always  sold  animals,  even  though  the  majoritv  were 
used  for  traction  and  subsistence).  As  the  herders  are  induced 
to  settle  down,  thev  experience  problems  similar  to  those  of 
open-range  ranchers  of  the  West  who  were,  in  many  respects, 
nomads  like  the  pastoralists.  And  as  they  make  the  second 
transition — to  commercial  production — they  experience  a 
loss  of  tradition  and  react  by  intensifying  the  symbolic  ele- 
ments of  that  tradition. 

So,  likewise,  the  Old  Western  range  culture  has  expe- 
rienced a  revitalization  in  recent  decades:  hobby  ranchers, 
the  preoccupation  of  the  TV  industry  with  cowboys  and  range 
families,  the  extension  of  western  individualism  and 
machismo  into  the  mass  cultural  media.  Although  the  cultural 
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conteni  and  heritage  is  so  different  .in  to  be  difficult  ol  recog 
union,  there  are  analogs  to  .ill  these  developments  in  Africa. 
rhe  changes  are  \  erj  similar,  and  the  uncertaint)  of  the  final 
outcome  iusi  .is  real. 


Not< 


rhis  essa>  is  based  on  the  writer's  experiences  and  researt  1>  in  liis 
long-term  stud)  ol  social  and  economic  development  in  Western 
Saskatchewan,  with  comparative  research  in  adjoining  regions  of 
Alberta  and  Montana  rhe  stud)  was  known  .is  the  Saskatchewan 
Cultural  E<  olog)  Research  Program;  its  best-known  publications  arc 
Bennett  1969;  Bennett  1967:  Bennett  1982;  and  Kohl  1976. 

1.  For  a  pioneer  .\nd  classic  economic  analysis  of  the  consequences 
of  space  for  social  development  in  western  communities,  set 
Anderson  1950. 

2.  For  an  account  of  the  big  men  on  the  range,  see  Atherton  1961, 
perhaps  the  best  one-volume  treatment  of  the  cattle  kings.  Foi  a 
social  surve)  of  life  on  western  ranges  in  the  1940s,  see  Son- 
nichsen  1950.  Mam  ofthe  patterns  described  b)  Sonnichsen  have 
changed  gready,  but  a  comparison  of  his  findings  and  our  own  for 
the  1960-72  period  suggests  the  unchanging  foundation  of  range 
culture  and  society. 

S.  In  the  opinion  of  the  writer,  Roosevelt's  articles  on  life  as  a 
pioneer  rancher  on  ranches  near  Medora,  North  Dakota,  remain 
the  most  eloquent  and  perceptive  studies  of  the  milieu  of  the 
rancher  and  cowhands  ever  produced  (Roosevelt  1899).  The 
pieces  are  particular!)  good  at  showing  how  the  elite  easterner 
was  brought  into  equal  association  with  rough  westerners,  in 
relationships  of  mutual  dependence  but  also  with  a  need  for 
self-reliance. 

4.  Koran  extended  analysis  of  the  family  relationships  and  sex  roles 
among  western  agriculturalists,  comparing  farmers  with  ranchers, 
mi  our  research  publications,  especially  Kohl  197(i  and  Bennett 

S2     hapters  .">.  6,  and  7. 

5.  For  a  surve)  ot  African  pastoralists  and  their  problems  ol  devel- 
opment and  social  transition,  see  the  collection  of  papers  in 
Galatv.  Aronson.  and  Sal/man  198L 
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TOMANDI 
WERE  COWBOYS 


By  John  R.  Erickson 
Photographs  by  Kris  Erickson 


om  and  I  were  cowboys.  We  worked  on  a  ranch  in  the 
northern  fcxas  Panhandle,  and  u>  us  the  iDming  ol 
spring  was  a  special  source  <»i  joy.  I  lie  wintei  <>l 
1979  80  had  been  a  hear.  The  ice  and  snow  and 
cutting  winds  ofjanuarj  and  Februarj  had  been  bad, 
l)in  the  worst  pan  of  the  winter  had  come  toward  the 
tiisi  o\  March,  with  a  long  period  of  cold  rain.  Day 


Detail  of  a  map.  South  Central  States,  showing  the  Texas- 
Oklahoma  Panhandle.  A  National  Geographic  Map,  Closr-l '/;  USA 
(Washington,  October  1974).  Copyright  ©  National  Geographic. 
Reprinted  by  permission 

Preceding  pages:  John  Erickson  at  spring  branding  on  the  Ellzey 
Ranch 


after  day  it  had  rained.  Slow  rain,  hard  rain,  rain  mixed  with 
snow  and  sleet,  rain  driven  by  a  cruel  northeast  wind.  We  had 
worked  out  in  it  every  day,  wearing  yellow  slickers  and  four- 
buckle  overshoes  and  cowboy  hats  that  were  soaked 
through  with  water. 

But  then  spring  had  come,  soft  days  heavy  with  the  scent  of 
green  grass  and  the  honking  of  cranes  and  geese  flying 
north.  And,  like  cowboys  everywhere,  we  were  filled  with  joy. 


The  coming  of  spring  meant  that  we  could  throw  our  oxer- 
shoes  in  a  corner  of  the  saddle  house,  start  practicing  with  our 
ropes,  and  get  back  to  working  with  colts. 

Tom  had  a  bay  mare  named  Bonnie  that  he  had  been 
bringing  along  since  the  fall.  She  was  a  tall,  leggv  mare,  still 
green  and  awkward  but  eager  to  please.  Tom  had  been 
patient  with  her  and  had  brought  her  on  slowly,  and  she 
promised  to  make  a  dandy  saddle  mare. 


/,•."  |ohn  Eri<  kson  unloading  a  horse  from  .1  stoi  k  trailei  M  ilu- 
Elbe)  Ranch,  Ochiltree  County,  in  the  lexas  Panhandle 
BdMom:  (exascowbo)  lninHI/o 


One  evening  in  April  we  had  to  drive  .1  herd  ol  steers 
several  miles  across  countr)  to  a  pasture  along  Wolf  Creek.  It 
w.t»  easj  work.  iust  right  tor  a  green  horse. 

rhe  sun  was  slipping  toward  the  horizon  when  we  deliv- 
ered the  steers  to  the  pasture  and  started  back  to  headquar- 
ters. It  was  one  of  those  times  when  a  cowboj  feels  that  he  is 
one  of  God's  chosen  people,  a  lucky  man  to  have  been  given 
the  chance  to  follow  the  horseback  life. 

We  trotted  our  horses  tow  aid  home  and  played  with  our 
ropes,  throwing  at  sagebrush  and  soapweeds.  We  came  to  a 
steep  hill  that  led  down  to  a  draw.  1  was  coiling  up  my  rope 
and  happened  to  he  looking  at  lorn. 

Bonnie  stumbled  in  the  caliche  rock.  She  staggered  several 
steps,  trying  to  keep  her  feet.  Her  chest  hit  the  ground.  I  kept 
thinking  she  would  wallow  to  her  feet.  But  she  couldn't  pull 
out  of  it.  Her  head  and  neck  rolled  under.  1  watched  in  horror 
as  this  thousand-pound  animal  tumbled  down  the  hill  and 
began  a  forward  roll. 

Tom  was  still  in  the  stirrups,  with  the  rope  in  his  hands  and 
a  stunned  expression  on  his  face.  I  watched  Bonnie's  back 
end  go  up  and  over.  And  as  Tom  saw  what  was  coming.  I 
heard  him  murmur,  "Oh  God." 

He  plunged  face-first  to  the  rocky  ground,  then  disap- 
peared beneath  the  horse.  I  had  seen  wrecks  before,  but  I  had 
never  seen  one  that  was  so  certain  to  crush  and  cripple  a  man 
as  this  one. 

I  dived  out  of  the  saddle  and  ran  to  him,  just  as  the  mare 
rolled  off  of  him.  His  eyes  were  closed,  his  face  compressed  in 
pain.  I  lifted  his  head  off  the  rocks  and  cradled  it  in  my  arms. 
I  feared  that  he  might  be  dying. 

"Its  all  right.  Tom.  Just  lie  still." 

He  blinked  his  eyes.  "I  can't  tell  how  bad  I'm  hurt."  He  tried 
to  sit  up. 

"Lie  still,  don't  move." 

"Cot  to."  He  struggled  I  thought  maybe  he  was  delirious. 

"Don't  move.  Tom." 

"Got  to.  I'm  in  an  ant  den." 

I  stared  at  him.  "Ant  den!  Hell,  if  you're  worried  about  ants, 
\ou  ain't  hurt  verv  bad"  I  let  his  head  drop. 

Five  minutes  later,  we  were  ahorseback  again.  Tom  walked 
tunny  for  a  couple  of  weeks,  but  he  was  all  right.  They  say  that 
to  kill  a  genuine  cowboy,  vou  have  to  cut  off  his  head  and  hide 


I 


consider  myself  lucky  to  have  had  the  chance  to  live  the 
cowboy  life.  When  I  went  into  full-time  cowboying  in  1974 
I  had  a  feeling  that  I  w  as  getting  on  the  tail-end  of  an  era. 
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Erickson  prepares  to  load  a  cow  into  a  trailer,  Beaver  County, 

Oklahoma 

Opposite:  Flanking  a  calf  down  during  spring  branding  on  the 

Ellzey  Ranch 


When  I  left  cowboying  seven  and  a  half  years  later.  I  knew 
others  who  were  going  into  it  with  the  same  thought.  They 
figured  this  might  be  the  last  chance. 

People  have  been  building  coffins  for  the  American  cow- 
boy for  about  the  last  hundred  years.  According  to  some 
scholars,  he  was  finished  off  around  1880  when  the  railroads 
brought  an  end  to  the  trail-driving  period.  Other  writers 
figure  the  cowboy  quit  breathing  around  the  turn  of  the 
century-.  Or  when  the  country  started  getting  closed  in  with 
barbed  wire.  Or  when  the  big  ranches  got  split  up.  Or  when 
pickups  and  stock  trailers  came  on  the  scene. 

In  1976,  TheXew  Yorker  magazine  put  out  the  word  that,  by 
George,  at  last  the  cowboy  was  done  for.  In  this  "parable  of 
failed  promise,"  it  was  revealed  that  the  old  cowbov  had 
finally  succumbed  to  feed  yards  and  modern  technology.  And 
maybe  cirrhosis  of  the  liver,  since  the  guy  in  the  story  hit  the 
jug  pretty  hard. 

I  was  cowboying  in  Beaver  County,  Oklahoma,  at  the  time 
The  New  Yorker  scooped  that  story.  I  was  working  horseback 
ten  to  twelve  hours  a  dav  at  the  time,  and  it  was  a  little  hard  for 


me  to  believe  that  the  American  cowboy  had  been  flushed 
down  the  toilet  of  history. 

The  fact  of  the  matter  is  that  cowboys  may  be  as  hard  to  get 
rid  of  as  roaches,  and  for  the  same  reason:  they're  adaptable. 
This  seems  to  be  an  ingredient  in  the  cowboy  that  writers 
have  missed  over  the  years.  It  could  be  that  writers,  who  tend 
to  have  a  litde  of  the  romantic  in  them,  have  been  drawn  t<  i 
the  older  cowboys  who  just  naturally  look  and  act  and  sound 
more  like  "real"  cowboys  are  supposed  to  look,  act,  and 
sound. 

An  older  man  is  apt  to  see  change  as  a  corruption.  His 
whole  life  has  been  invested  in  doing  things  a  certain  way, 
and  the  older  he  gets  the  more  he  begins  to  think  of  his  habits 
and  patterns  as  "real,"  and  to  regard  any  kind  of  change  as 
counterfeit. 

I  had  a  great-uncle  named  Bert  Sherman  who  started 
cowboying  in  West  Texas  around  1920.  He  worked  on  big 
ranches,  went  out  with  the  wagon  in  the  spring,  slept  in  the 
snow  in  a  bedroll,  and  lived  alone  in  line-camp  shacks.  When 
he  was  an  old  man,  telling  me  about  his  adventures,  he  always 
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managed  to  let  me  know  that  the  days  of  the  "real"  cowboy 
were  about  gone,  and  that  the  young  bucks  of  the  modern  age 
didn't  know  cowboying  from  Shinola. 

If  I  had  been  content  with  Uncle  Ben's  version  of  the 
American  cowboy,  I  never  would  have  gone  into  cowboying 
m\  self.  And  I  never  would  have  learned  that  Uncle  Bert,  God 
rest  his  soul  and  bow  legs,  was  wrong. 

What  he  perceived  as  die  end  of  the  Old  West  and  the  end 
of  the  cowboy  was  nothing  more  than  the  end  of  Uncle  Bert's 
career.  I  can't  blame  him  for  wanting  to  take  cowboying  w ith 
him  to  the  grave.  It's  a  natural  human  tendency,  this  desire 
to  possess  something  permanent  and  dignified,  and  to  pro- 
nounce all  future  activity  insignificant. 

But  it's  the  obligation  of  the  young  not  to  believe  that  and 
not  to  allow  it.  Surely  God  is  wise  for  making  young  men 
stubborn  and  ignorant  because  had  he  made  them  even 
halfway  smart,  the  old  men  would  have  been  right  and  the 
cowboy  would  have  been  dead  eightv  years  ago. 


Writers  who  dwell  on  the  death  of  the  cowboy  and  the  end 
of  the  West  have  spent  too  much  time  listening  to  old  men. 
The  most  important  ingredient  in  the  Cowboy  Code  is  sur- 
vival. Cowboying  is  alive  today  because,  for  a  hundred  and 
twenty  years,  young  men  have  demanded  that  it  stay  alive. 
Through  the  force  of  their  lives  and  actions,  they  have  kept  it 
alive,  even  when  it  demanded  suffering  and  sacrifice. 

This  suggests  to  me  that  there  is  a  certain  spiritual  or  mythic 
quality  in  cowboying  that  is  so  powerful,  so  much  a  part  of 
what  we  are  as  a  people,  that  we  will  never  see  the  last  cowboy. 
I  cannot  conceive  of  any  catastrophe  that  could  get  him  out  of 
our  svstem. 


Well,  let's  take  a  closer  look  at  the  modern  cow-chaser 
and  see  exactly  where  and  how  he  has  changed.  I 
would  say  that  pickups  and  stock  trailers  have 
changed  the  cowboy's  work  habits  about  as  much  as  anything. 


Tom  and  I  Were  (sjwIxa<> 


Spring  branding  on  the  Ellzey  Ranch 


Back  in  the  old  days — and  I  mean  up  to  about  1950  or  1955 
— when  a  crew  of  cowboys  went  out  to  do  some  catde  work, 
they  rode  out  from  headquarters  before  daylight,  walked  or 
trotted  their  horses  to  the  roundup  spot,  did  their  work,  and 
then  rode  home.  On  the  bigger  ranches  that  had  thousands 
of  calves  to  brand  each  spring,  the  crew  went  out  with  the 
chuckwagon  and  camped,  and  they  might  not  see  headquar- 
ters for  weeks  or  even  months. 

There  are  still  ranches  around  that  use  a  wagon.  In  some 
cases,  when  the  ranch  is  quite  large,  it  is  a  necessity  and  a 
convenience,  but  in  other  cases  I  would  guess  that  it  has  less 
to  do  with  cost  effectiveness  than  with  nostalgia — you  might 
call  it  the  evolution  of  a  work-form  into  an  art-form.  But  most 
ranches  today  don't  need  or  use  a  wagon.  Distances  from 
headquarters  to  pasture  and  from  ranch  to  ranch  have  been 
shrunk  by  pickups  and  stock  trailers. 

When  I  cowboyed  in  the  Oklahoma  Panhandle  in  the  late 
1970s,  I  swapped  out  work  with  neighboring  ranches.  Even 
spring  and  fall,  we  would  throw  together  a  crew  of  anywhere 
from  seven  to  twenty-five  men.  Even  morning  before  day- 
light, I  would  load  a  fresh  horse  in  my  stock  trailer  and  drive 
to  the  roundup  point,  meet  the  crew,  do  the  day's  work,  and 
then  drive  home  at  night.  Sometimes  they  were  shon  trips, 
two  or  three  miles  over  country  roads,  but  other  days  I  was 
driving  thirty  or  forty  miles  to  reach  the  roundup  spot.  This 
went  on  every  day  for  two  or  three  months  as  we  worked  our 
way  down  the  Beaver  River  and  then  over  into  the  Cimarron 
country. 

Modern  cowboys  have  been  very  clever  in  adapting  their 
work  habits  to  the  machine  age  and  in  putting  the  pickup- 
trailer  combination  to  good  use  out  in  the  pasture.  If  a  c<  >wtx  >v 
knows  the  right  techniques  and  has  the  right  kind  of  trailer, 
he  can  use  the  stock  trailer  to  perform  a  wide  range  of  jobs. 

Let's  use  one  of  my  experiences  as  an  example.  In  the 
winter  of  1980  I  was  working  on  a  ranch  in  the  Texas  Pan- 
handle. The  outfit  consisted  of  a  block  of  grassland  located 
on  Wolf  Creek,  and  in  this  country  we  ran  mother  cows 
year-round.  But  in  the  fall,  winter,  and  early  spring,  we  ran 
yearlings  on  leased  wheat  pasture. 

In  1980  we  had  steers  scattered  all  over  the  county,  about  six 
hundred  head  on  five  places  up  on  the  flats.  These  places 
averaged  around  twenty  miles  from  headquarters.  Since  year- 
ling cattle  are  prone  to  stray  and  get  sick,  they  have  to  be 
checked  closely  and  on  a  regular  basis. 

Usually  my  partner  Tom  and  I  would  check  the  yearlings 
together,  but  one  day  in  February  I  had  to  do  the  job  alone. 


That  morning  I  loaded  my  mare  into  the  stock  trailer,  threw 
in  a  bag  of  medicine,  extra  ropes,  and  a  set  of  come-alongs 
(a  small  hand-operated  winch),  and  headed  for  the  flats. 

At  the  Wright  place,  I  rode  through  a  bunch  of  big  yearlings 
and  found  one  that  had  bloated  on  the  green  wheat.  If  I  had 
come  a  day  later,  I  would  have  found  him  dead.  I  parked  my 
pickup  and  trailer  in  the  middle  of  the  wheat  field,  and  left  the 
trailer  gates  open,  which  was  something  I  always  did.  I  roped 
the  steer,  which  weighed  around  six  hundred  pounds,  and 
drove  him  on  a  loose  rope  to  the  trailer. 

When  I  reached  the  trailer,  the  gates  were  already  open  to 
receive  an  animal.  I  maneuvered  the  steer  around  until  I 
could  slack  my  rope  and  flip  it  over  a  steel  ball  welded  to  the 
top  of  the  stock  racks.  Then  I  dallied  my  rope  to  the  horn 
(dally  means  "turn  around"  the  saddlehorn  several  times  to 
hold  it  secure  for  pulling),  spurred  my  mare,  and  tried  to  drag 
the  steer  into  the  trailer. 

Why  didn't  I  just  drive  him  to  a  set  of  pens  and  load  him 
there?  Because  there  weren't  any  permanent  corrals,  and  on 
wheat  pasture  there  very  seldom  are. 

The  steer  stilled  and  went  down,  and  my  little  mare  didn't 
have  enough  strength  to  drag  that  much  weight  So  I  dis- 
mounted, tied  the  steer  down  with  a  pigging  string,  fitted  a 
halter  around  his  head,  and  winched  him  into  the  trailer  with 
the  come-alongs.  Once  I  got  him  inside  the  trailer,  I  ran  a 
rubber  hose  down  his  throat  and  let  the  gas  out  of  his 
stomach.  That  gas  pressure  can  become  so  intense  that  it  will 
kill  the  beast  by  stopping  his  heart 

With  the  steer  loaded  in  the  front  compartment  of  the 
trailer  and  my  mare  in  the  back,  I  drove  ten  miles  to  the  Bryan 
place.  I  jumped  out  my  mare  and  rode  through  that  bunch 
and  found  a  heifer  with  the  bloody  scours. 

I  roped  this  heifer,  drove  her  to  the  trailer,  and  while  the 
first  steer  was  still  shut  into  the  front  compartment,  I  dragged 
the  heifer  into  the  back  compartment,  closed  the  back  gate  of 
the  trailer,  opened  the  center  gate,  and  put  both  sick  animals 
up  front. 

Then  I  loaded  my  mare  in  the  back  and  drove  seven  miles 
to  the  Anderson  place.  I  found  two  small  steers  in  this  bunch 
that  just  weren't  doing  any  good,  so  I  roped  them  and  loaded 
them  the  same  way  I  had  loaded  the  heifer.  That  gave  me  four 
head  in  the  front  compartment  and  my  mare  in  the  back. 

Then  I  drove  fifteen  miles  to  the  Northup  Creek  pasture. 
There  I  found  a  heifer  that  was  stone  blind  with  pinkeye.  I 
stuck  a  loop  on  her,  put  her  in  the  trailer,  and  headed  for 
home. 
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By  the  time  I  got  to  headquarters,  I  had  covered  seventy- 
five  miles,  checked  six  hundred  head  of  yearlings  on  five 
different  places,  and  I  still  had  enough  daylight  to  take  care  of 
my  mare  and  run  the  cattle  through  the  doctoring  chute. 

That  gives  a  pretty  fair  idea  of  the  tremendous  mobilitv  of 
the  modern  cowboy,  and  it  also  demonstrates  the  ways  one 
man  and  one  horse  can  use  a  stock  trailer.  It  not  only  hauls  a 
horse  around  the  country,  but  it  can  be  used  as  a  portable 
catch  pen  in  remote  pastures  where  corrals  don't  exist. 


Above:  Tom  Ellzey  and  John  Erickson  on  the  flats  near  Perryton, 

Texas.  Ellzey  is  about  to  rope  a  steer  so  that  it  can  be  doctored  for 

pinkeye. 

Below:  Ellzey  and  Erickson  doctoring  a  steer  for  pinkeye 

Opposite:  Doctoring  cattle  on  the  Ellzev  Ranch 
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Of  course  there  is  another  way  of  looking  at  all  this,  and  it's 

the  way  my  old  Uncle  Bert  chose  to  see  it.  He  sneered  at  the 
very  idea  of  a  cowboy  hauling  a  horse  instead  of  riding  him. 
He  saw  this  as  just  another  example  of  whippersnappers 
lowering  the  standards  of  the  profession,  spoiling  the  horses 
while  tearing  up  expensive  machinery. 

The  old  guys  often  express  their  contempt  by  saving, 
"There's  two  things  you  never  see  any  more:  a  cowboy  riding 


and  a  horse  walking."  Well,  that's  one  way  of  looking  at  it,  and 
there's  a  certain  amount  of  truth  in  it.  There's  no  denying  that 
the  increased  use  of  pickups  and  trailers  has  changed  the 
cowboy's  relationship  with  the  horse. 

Obviously,  when  a  cowboy  hauls  a  horse,  he's  not  riding 
him.  Horses  today  are  not  ridden  as  far,  as  hard,  or  as  often  as 
thev  were  in  the  old  days.  I've  heard  old-timers  sav  that 
modern  cowhorses  are  not  as  skilled  as  thev  w  ere  when  thev 
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were  ricklen  ten  or  twelve  hours  a  day.  That  might  be  true,  but 
it's  also  true  that  modern  horses  live  longer  and  work  longer 
for  the  same  reason,  because  they're  not  ridden  into  the 
ground  on  a  regular  basis. 

You  can  argue  either  side  of  that  question,  but  there's  not 
much  doubt  that  the  modern  cowboy  doesn't  come  into 
contact  with  the  number  of  horses  the  old-timer  did.  The 
old-umer  who  went  with  the  wagon  caught  his  horse  out  of  a 


remuda  (a  Spanish  word  meaning  .1  herd  <>l  horses)  everj 
morning.  \  cowboy  crew  back  then  might  have  used  a 
hundred ormore  horses,  and  although  an  individual  cowboy 
might  have  had  only  ten  horses  in  his  personal  string,  he  had 
the  opportunity  to  study  the  habits  and  dispositions  of  the 
entire  herd  In  a  remuda  of  horses,  he  would  sec  every  size, 
color,  and  disposition,  and  to  ili.u  extent  the  old-time  cowboy 
probably  had  a  broader  knowledge  of  horses  than  his  modem 
counterpart 

I  think  we  could  come  to  a  similar  conclusion  about  roping. 
Depending  on  the  type  of  work  the  cowboy  is  doing,  he  may 
need  to  rope  an  animal  by  the  front  legs,  hind  legs,  head,  or 
horns,  and  there  is  a  technique  for  each  type  of  throw.  The 
old-time  cowboy  had  anywhere  from  six  to  twenty  roping 
techniques  in  his  repertoire,  which  might  include  a  regular 
heading  loop,  a  heeling  loop,  a  horn  loop,  the  Blocker  loop, 
the  hoolihan,  and  three  or  four  loops  he  used  on  the  ground 
for  roping  horses. 

A  man  from  Wyoming  once  told  me  that  he  knew  an  old 
a  >wb(  >v  who  knew  twenty  different  ways  of  heeling  an  animal. 

It  appears  to  me  that  the  modern  cowboy  has  forgotten 
much  of  the  old  lore  of  roping.  When  I  was  cowboying,  I 
never  met  a  man  who  knew  how  to  throw  a  Blocker  loop, 
which  was  a  standard  technique  up  until  about  forty  or  fifty 
years  ago,  and  probably  the  most  versatile  loop  ever  invented. 
A  man  who  knew  how  to  throw  a  Blocker  could  use  it  for 
roping  heads,  horns,  forefeet,  and  heels,  which  just  about 
covers  everything  a  cowboy  would  want  to  catch.  And  I  knew 
only  a  few  men  who  knew  how  to  use  the  hoolihan,  a  soft, 
quiet,  counter-clockwise  loop  that  is  excellent  for  roping  in  a 
herd. 

Most  of  the  cowboys  I  worked  with  knew  only  two  loops:  a 
heading  loop  and  a  heeling  loop.  In  both  cases  the  technique 
came,  not  from  a  ranching  tradition,  but  from  the  roping 
arena,  where  team  ropers  have  developed  a  fast,  efficient  style 
of  heading  and  heeling. 

These  two  loops  have  become  the  standard  roping  tech- 
niques of  the  modern  cowboy,  and  90  percent  of  his  pasture 
work  can  be  done  with  them.  The  old-time  cowboy  had  a 
broader  range  of  techniques  because  he  needed  them,  and 
when  the  need  disappeared,  most  of  the  old  roping  styles 
were  forgotten. 

In  both  these  areas — horses  and  roping — it  would  be  easy 
to  conclude  that  the  standards  of  the  profession  have 
changed  for  the  worse,  and  that  the  modern  cowboy  is  only  a 
pale  imitation  of  his  old-time  counterpart.  If  you  believe  that 
the  cowboy  of  1880  was  the  standard  by  which  all  others  must 
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be  measured,  if  you  believe  that  the  cowboy  of  that  period  was 
the  real  cowboy,  then  it  won't  be  hard  to  say  that  standards 
have  gone  to  hell  and  God  ain't  making  real  cowboys  any 
more.  My  Uncle  Ben,  wherever  he  is  today,  would  stand  up 
and  applaud  that.  I  expect  that  Charlie  Russell,  the  great 
western  artist  and  writer  from  Montana,  would  too. 

I  would  rather  not  quarrel  with  such  awesome  authority, 
but  1  just  can't  buy  that  argument.  The  old-time  cowboy  did 
what  he  had  to  do  to  keep  his  job  and  earn  his  wages.  He 
knew  more  loops  and  worked  with  more  horses  than  today's 
cowboy,  but  today's  cowboy  knows  more  about  pickups,  stock 
trailers,  cattle  trucks,  livestock  genetics,  animal  nutrition, 
windmill  technology,  fence  building,  and  veterinary  medi- 
cine than  the  old-timer. 

We  could  go  on  to  say  that  the  modem  cowboy  is  probablv 
cleaner,  smells  better,  has  better  teeth  and  stronger  bones,  is 


better  informed  on  world  affairs,  has  a  much  more  realistic 
view  of  women  (since  he's  likely  to  be  married  to  one),  is  a  lot 
more  interested  in  children  (since  he's  likely  to  have  a  few  of 
his  own),  and  doesn't  spend  nearly  as  much  time  in  a  whore- 
house as  the  old-time  cowboy  did. 

If  a  guy  wanted  to  prove  that  the  modern  cowboy  is  a  vast 
improvement  over  those  dirty  old  bachelor  cowboys,  I  think 
he  could  do  it  without  much  effort.  But  what  would  it  prove?  I 
can't  see  that  we  accomplish  much  by  saying  that  either  group 
is  better  than  the  other. 

What  we  can  say  is  that  both  groups  have  done  what  they 
had  to  do  to  keep  a  job  in  the  cattle  business,  and  over  the 
years  they  have  adapted  to  changing  times.  Today's  cowboy  is 
not  the  same  as  the  cowboy  of  a  hundred  years  ago,  any  more 
than  today's  quarter  horse  is  the  same  as  the  little  cow  pony  of 
a  century  ago.  And  that's  good. 
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llu-  first  duty  of  an)  species  is  to  survive  1  he  cowboy  has 
done  that,  ami  his  mere  survival  is  reason  enough  to  win  him 
respect  What  do  you  suppose  the  odds  are  against  .1  man  on 
horseback,  a  relic  of  the  Iron  Age,  surviving  in  the  age  ol 
moon  landings  and  computers? 

1  have  an  idea  that  at  any  point  after  1945,  the  cattle 
industry  could  have  phased  out  both  cowboys  and  horses,  h 
could  have  gone  to  a  completer)  confined  and  automated 
operation  supervised  by  technicians  on  motorcycles,  and  if 
cowboys  had  made  the  kind  of  demands  for  higher  wages 
and  better  conditions  that  organized  labor  made  in  the  indus- 
trial centers,  1  think  it  would  have  happened  And  it  still  can. 
The  technologj  is  available. 

Cowboys  have  survived,  not  so  much  because  the  industry 
needs  them,  but  because  the)  have  needed  themselves.  Thev 
have  been  willing  to  sacrifice  material  comforts  and  security 
tor  the  opportunity  to  participate  in  a  way  of  life  with  roots 
going  back  into  another  era  of  human  history,  back  to  a  time 
when  mankind  perceived  order  in  the  universe,  participated 
in  the  rhythms  of  nature,  and  could  believe  in  the  dignity  of 
lite.  work,  and  human  virtue 

To  most  citizens  of  the  modern  age.  that  time  is  gone 
forever.  Picasso  must  have  had  this  in  mind  when  he  painted 
his  famous  picture  called  "Guernica,*'  which  shows  a  horse- 
man and  his  mount  shattered  on  the  ground,  like  a  toy  that 
has  been  stomped  The  painting  seems  to  point  to  the  end  of 
an  age  when  horses  and  horsemen  mattered  at  all.  as  if  the 
invention  of  planes  and  bombs  and  tanks  had  thrust  all  of 
mankind  into  a  terrible  new  age  when  the  virtues  of  the 
cavalier  were  <  >bsolete.  when  one  dull  brute  at  the  controls  of 
an  airplane  could  machinegun  a  whole  regiment  of  noble 
horsemen  into  oblivion,  without  lifting  a  saber,  dirtying  a 
hand  or  even  looking  his  adversary  in  the  eyes. 

For  a  hundred  \  ears  now  writers  have  been  waiting  for  the 
cow  bov  to  die.  waiting  for  the  message  of  "Guernica"  to  reach 
the  American  heartland.  Yet  even  year  a  small  number  of 
voung  Americans  make  the  decision  to  take  a  ranch  job.  Thev 
go  into  cowboying  because  there  is  something  in  the  horse- 
back life  that  thev  need  and  want.  I  suspect  that  at  least  pan  of 
what  thev  are  looking  for  is  the  spiritual  quality  that  has 
accrued  to  the  cowboy  and  made  him  our  most  enduring 
mythological  character. 

The  great  evele  of  history  is  taking  us  away  from  the  age  of 
the  horse  and  the  cavalier,  yet  there  seems  to  be  something  in 
all  of  us  that  doesn't  want  to  give  up  the  cowboy  and  let  him 
ride  into  the  sunset  for  the  last  time. 
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11ns  makes  me  think  that,  just  as  those  young  folks  who  go 
into  cowbov  ing  need  to  keep  the  cowboy  alive,  we  as  a  culture 
•ind  .1  people  need  the  spiritual  vitality  of  the  cowboy  in  out 
mythology.  And  that's  why  I  don't  think  we  will  evei  sec  the 

last  cowbov.  We  need  him.  We  need  to  know  thai  he  is  out 
there.  We  need  to  know  thai  this  is  who  we  used  to  be,  and 
perhaps  who  we  need  to  be  and  want  to  be. 

\nd  the  more  we  change,  the  farther  we  move  out  into 
spat  e  and  the  deeper  we  probe  into  the-  atom,  the  more  wr 
will  need  him,  for  he  is  our  magic  mirror  on  the  wall.  When 
we  look  into  the  mirror,  we  see  our  past  and  our  present,  what 
we  were  and  what  we  have  become. 

So  ride  on.  cowboy,  until  somebody  cuts  off  your  head  and 
hides  it. 


BORN  INTO  THE  STONE". 
Carvers  at 
the  Washington 

Cathedral 


By  Marjorie  Hunt 


The  stone  carvers  at  the  National  Cathedral  in  Washington, 
D.C.,  have  worked  together  for  over  twenty  years.  Thev  are 
highly  skilled  craftsmen  whose  ideas  and  actions  are  firmly 
rooted  in  their  traditional  heritage  and  their  occupational 
community.  "There  used  to  be  twelve  or  thirteen  carvers  in 
this  workshop,"  remembers  master  carver  Vincent  Palumbo. 
"It  was  just  like  a  family — my  father,  Morigi,  Ram.  Guarente. 
Bresciani,  Del  Negro,  Seferlis.  Zic — many  of  us.  We  work, 


we  laugh,  we  joke.  That  was  the  beauty  of  it."  Photograph  by 
Morton  Broffman 

Opposite:  The  National  Cathedral  is  a  fourteenth-centurv 
gothic-style  structure  begun  in  1907.  Seventy-eight  vears 
later  it  nears  completion,  but  construction  continues  on  the 
West  Towers.  Photograph,  ca.  1970,  courtesy  of  the  Washington 
Catliedral 
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Above:  Architectural  elevation  for  the 
Washington  Cathedral.  Courtesy  of  the 
Washington  Cathedral 

Above  right:  Cathedral  under  construc- 
tion, 1925. 

Right:  Most  of  the  cathedral  carvers 
were  skilled  Italian  artisans  who 
learned  their  trade  in  the  stone  shops 
of  northern  and  southern  Italy  before 
immigrating  to  the  United  States. 
Others  hailed  from  England,  Ger- 
many, Greece,  and  Yugoslavia.  "The 
caning  workshop,"  boasts  retired  mas- 
ter carver  Roger  Morigi,  "was  just  like 
the  League  of  Nations!"  Here  we  see 
Morigi  (left)  and  his  cousin  arriving  in 
New  York  harbor  in  1927.  Photograph 
courtesy  of  Roger  Morigi 
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Si  inn-  >>i  i  In- carvers  have  worked  togethei  foi  ovei  ball  .1 
century  on  sin  1 1  buildings  .is  the  I    S  Supreme  (  hum.  ilu 
1   S  1  apitol,  .mil  the  National  \u  hives,  .is  will  .is  the 
Washington  c  athedral  Rogi  1  Morigi's  Father,  Napoleon 
Morigi,  traveled  back  and  forth  between  Italy  and  the  1  ni 
ted  States  in  the  1890s  to  work  on  the  I'm  si  I  ibrary  ol  <  on 
•_;irss  building,  which  was  completed  in  1897.  rhis  photo 
graph  was  taken  in  the  northeast  wing  ol  the  I  ibrar)  on 
Octobei  16,  1894 

\s  .in  occupational  group,  the  carvers  are  proud  i>l  the 
historical  depth  and  continuity  <>l  theii  trade,  "Even  God," 
jokes  Vincent  Palumbo,  "God  gave  Moses  the  Pen  I  om 
mandments  on  stone,  so  stone  <  arving's  got  to  be  the  oldest 
nali  in  the  worid!"  Prints  and  Photographs  Division,  Library  <>l 
Congress 


In  recent  years,  with  the  advent  of  new  building  techniques, 
increased  mechanizadon,  and  changing  social  and  aes- 
thedc  values,  the  need  for  the  stone  carver's  skills  has 
almost  completely  disappeared.  The  carvers  at  the  Washing- 
ton Cathedral  are  now  some  of  the  last  stone  carvers  work- 
ing in  the  United  States.  "The  stone  man's  work  it's  shrink- 
ing every  day,"  says  Vincent  Palumbo  (shown  here).  "And 
today  the  new  generadon,  they  don't  even  want  to  bother 
because  working  the  stone  is  all  dirty,  it's  all  dusty.  The  new 
generadon,  they  just  want  to  go  around  with  a  suit  and  play 
with  computers." 

The  stone  carvers  practice  a  tradidonal  art  that  is  centur- 
ies old,  a  craft  that  has  been  passed  down  through  the 
generations  from  father  to  son  and  from  old  master  to 
apprentice.  "Practically,  I  was  born  into  the  stone,"  says 
Palumbo,  who  was  born  and  raised  in  the  small  town  of 
Molfetta  in  southern  Italy.  "I  come  from  generadons.  My 
great-grandfather,  my  grandfather,  my  father  was  in  stone, 
so  practically  there  was  no  apprenticeship  for  me,  I  was 
growing  in  the  trade.  I  start  to  go  to  the  shop  with  my  father 
when  I  was  nine  years  old.  I  clean  up  the  shop,  I  look  at 
the  other  guys  to  see  how  they're  doing,  and  then  my  father 
he  give  me  a  piece  of  rock  and  make  me  play.  And  in  this 
way  I  get  interested  in  the  trade,  and  as  dme  was  passing  it 
was  no  more  for  play,  it  became  for  real."  Photograph  by 
Morton  Broffman 
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Section  ol  a  s<  ulpturc  studio,  Pietrasanta,  ( larrara,  Italy   I'he 
traditional  ttone  i  .unci's  work  did  noi  begin  and  end  al  the 
stone  shop  doors;  it  was  an  integral  pan  <>i  everyda)  family 
and  community  life  "It  was  the  whole  atmosphere!"  says 
Rogei  Morigi,  born  in  ll.»(>7  in  the  village  <>l  Bisu<  bio  in 
northern  Itsd)  "When  l  first  suited  carving  that's  .ill  we 
evei  dreamed  about,  that  was  it  You  were  surrounded  b)  it 

Even  When  people  went  tO  Chun  h,  the)  would  come  out  ol 

church  and  there  w.is  a  plaza  where  .ill  the  men  would  stop 
and  talk,  and  that's  .ill  the)  used  to  talk  about— carving 
What  tins  gu)  here  was  doing,  what  that  gu)  ovei  there  was 

doing.  Noil  see.  il  was  the  whole  atmosphere.  Yon  heal  the 

Old  men  talk,  von  listen,  \on  try  to  emulate But  now, 

there's  no  such  thing  no  mote,  five  o'cIck  k  von  go  home, 
goodbye,  that's  it."  Prints  and  Photographs  Division,  Library  oj 
Congress 
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In  the  small  world  ol  the  carving  shop  and  in  <  k>m-  intent 
don  with  the  master  carver,  journeymen  carvers,  and  his  fcl 
low  apprentices,  the  carvei  systematically  acquired  histradi 
tional  skills,  standards  of  workmanship,  ami  aesthetic 
values.  Here  (opposite)  Vincent  Palumbo's  fathei  woiks 
with  a  young  apprentice  in  iheii  famil)  stone  shop  in  Mol- 
teua.  Italy.  1  lu-  ok)  sv>tem  ol  learning  was  rigorous  ami 
demanding,  ami  the  rules  ami  stvlism  criteria  ol  the  trade 
were  deep!)  implanted  in  the  apprentice's  mind  from  the 
very  first  da)  of  his  seven-year  apprenticeship 

Stom-  carver  Constantine  Seferlis  from  Sparta,  Greece, 
describes  the  way  nev.  apprentices  wen-  rituaU)  initiated 


into  the  \M>iksh..|)  community:  "1  hear  a  lot  ol  stories  from 
tin-  old  people  thai  the  youngers  have  to  start  quite  earl) 
ami  get  into  \ml  always  the)  wen-  undei  harsh  dist  ipline 
to  lollow  instructions  and  patterns,  Vnd  t<>  break  any  ego, 
the)  used  to  trick  them,  I  he  lust  thing  they  would  try  to 
introduce  to  him  was  to  sharpen  the  hammer.  They  send 
him  <>\ei  and  have  him  rubbing  the  hammer  up  on  the 
stone,  ami  all  <\a\  the)  laugh  at  him,  saying, '  That  is  a 
stupid  thing  you  are  doing,  bui  you  are  good  to  lollow  what 
we  t>"\  to  nil  you,  because  there  is  no  room  l<>i  mistakes  in 
carving.'"  Photograph  courtesy  <>/  Vincent  Palumbo 


The  carvers'  world  revolves  around  "working  the  stone." 
They  are  always  watching  one  another  work,  talking  about 
their  tools  and  materials,  comparing  individual  styles  and 
techniques,  and  exchanging  jokes  and  stories  about  their 
carving  experiences  and  exploits.  They  continually  perform 
for  one  another  in  stone,  competing  for  the  status  and 
recognition  accorded  to  skill  and  artistry.  Photograph  by 
Morton  Broffman 
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As  apprentices  the  carvers  were  taught 
to  take  pride  in  their  workmanship 
and  to  strive  for  excellence.  The 
learning  process  was  characterized  by 
observation  and  imitation  and  by 
years  of  practice  and  experience.  "You 
are  always  learning,  always  learning." 
says  Vincent  Palumbo,  "because  every 
time  you  cane  it's  a  different  subject,  a 
different  type  of  stone.  You  are  never 
complete!"  Here  Palumbo  shows  an 
apprentice  how  to  use  a  file  (below). 


Over  time  each  carver  develops  his 
own  unique  style  of  carving — he  calls 
it  his  "touch."  And  yet,  at  the  same 
time,  his  style  is  a  composite  of  all  that 
surrounds  him  in  the  caning  work- 


shop, a  combination  of  individual 
expression  and  community  tradition. 
Roger  Morigi  says,  "The  main  thing  in 
caning,  you  steal  caning.  When  I  say 
steal,  you  see  like  you're  in  the  shop 
and  there  are  seven  or  eight  appren- 
tice boys,  and  there  are  caners  work- 
ing there,  too,  so  you  watch  one,  you 
watch  the  other,  you  steal  a  little  bit 
from  one,  you  steal  a  little  bit  from 
another,  then  you  put  it  all  together 
yourself,  you  develop  your  own 
technique." 

The  stone  carver's  technique  or 
"touch"  is  in  fact  his  signature — the 
imprint  of  his  personality.  It  is  the 
vehicle  by  which  he  becomes  one 
with  his  work  The  good  carver,  like 
the  good  storyteller,  does  not  change 


the  structure  or  content  of  his  work, 
but  he  can  give  it  life  and  expression 
through  his  special  "touch."  Vincent 
Palumbo  says  of  this  work  "I  like  can- 
ing flowers,  especially  roses,  because 
carving  flowers  you  are  completely 
free.  You  can  twist  the  petals  of  the 
flowers  so  harmoniously.  In  other 
words,  it's  a  challenge  with  the  nature 
and  the  hardness  of  the  stone  to 
make  the  stone  look  like  real.  You've 
got  to  know  how  to  give  that  feeling, 
even  if  it  is  on  stone,  that  the  flowers 
move.  That's  the  challenge  between 
the  man  working  the  stone  and  the 
nature  of  the  flower.  And  that's  very 
difficult;  not  too  many  can  give  that 
touch  on  stone."  Photographs  by  Morton 
Brqffman 
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The  carvers  employ  two  basic  tvpes  of  carving:  freehand 
carving  for  gargoyles,  grotesques,  flowers,  finials,  and 
crockets,  in  which  the  carver  is  free  to  express  his  own 
imagination  in  stone;  and  "working  the  model,"  in  which 
the  carver  exactly  translates  a  sculptor's  clay  model  into 
stone.  After  a  clay  model  is  designed  by  a  sculptor,  the  clay 
is  cast  into  a  plaster  molding  for  the  carver,  who  then 
transfers  the  image  into  stone.  Here,  Constantine 


Seferlis  is  shown  in  the  carvers'  workshop  making  a  small 
clay  model.  Photograph  by  Morton  Broffman 


Opposite:  Indiana  limestone  is  used  for  most  of  the  carving 
at  the  cathedral.  Here  workmen  ease  a  huge  piece  of  lime- 
stone into  Roger  Morigi's  studio  for  the  carving  of  the  high 
altar.  Photograph  by  Morton  Broffman 
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The  carvers  use  a  pointing  machine  to  aid  them.  It  tells  the 
carver  the  depth  to  which  he  must  cane  at  any  given  point 
on  a  statue.  Before  the  pointing  machine  was  developed. 
carvers  used  calipers.  Under  the  arches  of  the  cathedral's 
South  Portal.  Frank  Zic,  with  pointing  machine  attached  to 
the  stone,  canes  to  the  required  depth.  The  sculptor's 
model  is  on  the  left. 

"When  you  work  a  model  you've  got  to  pay  attention  to  the 


form  and  get  the  form  like  the  model — you  have  to  put  in 
not  your  idea,  but  the  idea  of  the  sculptor.  I  try  to  under- 
stand and  reproduce  what  is  there,  that's  all.  It  didn't  make 
any  difference  to  me  what  it  was — if  it  was  upside  down,  but 
thev  put  it  like  that,  I'm  gonna  do  it  upside  down.  That's  the 
way  you  like,  that's  the  way  vou  get!"  With  a  close  eve  to  the 
plaster  model  behind  him,  Roger  Morigi  uses  a  pneumatic 
hammer  to  cane  the  image  of  the  Good  Shepherd 
(opposite).  Photograph  by  Morton  Broffman 
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sense  of  freedom,  connection,  and 
challenge.  They  are  able  to  exercise 
their  own  judgment  and  to  express 
their  thoughts  and  human  spirit  in 
stone.  Roger  Morigi  says,  "You  cut  and 
cut  and  all  of  a  sudden  you  see  some- 
thing grow.  The  more  you  work,  the 
better  it  comes  out,  you  feel  good 
inside.  You  work,  it  gets  brilliant,  you 
see  it  move  . . .  that's  what  makes  the 
thing  so  encouraging.  You  carve  and 
you  see  something  else  come  out,  and 
all  of  a  sudden  you  sav,  'Was  it  possi- 
ble that  I  succeeded  in  doing  some- 
thing like  that?'  I  don't  know,  it  fills 
you  with  some  kind  of  emotion — such 
a  sense  of  satisfaction."  Photograph  by 
Motion  Broffman 


Above:  The  methods  of  caning  and 
embellishing  stone  have  changed  very 
little  over  the  centuries.  Although 
today  pneumatic  hammers  are  used  to 
speed  up  some  of  the  rough-cutting, 
the  traditional  mallet  and  chisel  must 
still  be  used  on  each  piece.  Courtesy  of 
the  Washington  Cathedral 

Right:  Stone  carvers  view  themselves 
as  performers  engaged  in  the  skillful 
act  of  interpretation.  "The  sculptor  is 
the  composer,"  says  Vincent  Palumbo. 
"He  creates  whatever  he  has  in  his 
mind.  And  the  carver  is  the  per- 
former. Our  work  is  to  transfer  into 
stone  what  the  sculptor  creates  in  clay. 
But,  nevertheless,  on  the  carver  goes 
much  more  responsibility,  because  the 
carver's  doing  tine  finished  product." 
David  Pye  in  his  book  The  Nature  and 
Art  of  Workmanship  aptly  describes 
craftsmanship  as  the  "workmanship  of 
risk."  The  carvers  certainly  attest  to 
this:  "The  sculptor  has  the  option  with 
clay  to  put  on  and  take  off,  but  the 
carver's  only  got  one  chance  and  it's 
got  to  be  the  right  one.  If  he  takes  off 
more  than  he's  supposed  to,  he's 
ruined." 

Opposite:  As  skilled  craftsmen,  the 
carvers  have  control  over  the  process 
of  creation,  and  thus  the  aesthetic 
possibilities  of  an  object  lie  completelv 
in  their  hands.  Through  the  perform- 
ance of  skill,  the  carvers  find  a 
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The  meaning  and  pleasure  of  the  stone  carver's  work  is 
intrinsic  to  the  act  of  making  itself,-  to  the  "purposive  acts  of 
choice"  that  are  integrally  involved  in  a  creative  perform- 
ance. The  following  exchange  between  stone  carvers  Roger 
Morigi  and  Frank  Zic  illustrates  what  John  Ruskin  called 
"delight  in  skill": 

ROGER:  Remember  Scafaro,  when  we  was  working  up  in 

New  York?  We  were  carving  the  grotesques  for  Rockefeller 

Church  on  Riverside  Drive,  you  know,  those  grotesques  way 

on  top  of  the  door  there.  And  for  some  reason  or  other,  the 

way  he  was  touching  it,  his,  you  know,  "roar" — they  came 

out  like  that — wild!  You  know,  full  of  life.  And  mine,  eh, 

they  was  all  right,  but  they  didn't  have  the  life.  I  couldn't 

understand  it.  How  the  hell  does  he  do  it! 

FRANK:  Who  was  doin'  this? 

ROGER:  Scafaro! 

FRANK:  The  one  with  chewing  tobacco? 

ROGER:  Yeah,  one  of  the  great  carvers.  He  used  to  come  to 

work  with  eight  or  ten  tools.  If  you  took  one  tool  he  had  to 


go  home  because  he  couldn't  work  no  more.  So  I  watched 
him  and  I  see  the  tools  he  used  to  give  a  certain  touch  and 
when  he  went  to  the  bathroom,  I  went  over  and  got  the 
tools  and  I  went  and  touched  mine  like  that  and  that  was  it! 
And  they  was  all  broke  up  tools,  I  wouldn't  use  them  to 
work,  but  they  was  the  right  tools  for  the  certain  thing.  So 
when  he  came  he  was  looking  all  over,  looking  all  over. 
And  I  forgot  that  I'd  taken  his  tools — so  I  went  back  and 
presented  them  to  him  and  said,  "Mr.  Scafaro," — because  at 
that  time  older  carvers,  you  call  them  "Mr." — "is  that  what 
you  are  looking  for?"  And  he  could  speak  English  perfect, 
you  never  thought  that  he  was  Italian,  you  thought  that  he 
went  to  Oxford  to  learn  how  to  speak  English,  that's  how 
perfect  he  used  to  speak.  And  he  said,  "Yes."  And  I 
explained  why  I  took  them.  And  he  said,  "It  makes  my 
heart  feel  so  good."  And  I  said,  "Why?  I  took  your  tools." 
And  he  said,  "No  because  you  are  so  interested  to  see  how 
to  make  good  work  Today,  very  few  feel  that  way.  To  me,  it 
makes  me  feel  good!" 
Photographs  by  Morton  Broffman 
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Opposite:  In  their  free-hand  carvings,  such  as  gargoyles  and 
grotesques,  the  carvers  have  the  greatest  latitude  for  creative 
expression.  Each  carving  at  the  Washington  Cathedral  tells 
the  storv  of  what  is  important  and  meaningful  to  a  com- 
munis of  craftsmen,  and  some  tell  stories  of  amusing  inci- 
dents that  have  happened  at  the  cathedral.  This  pinnacle 
depicts  an  argument  between  the  master  carver  and  his 
supervisor.  Photograph  by  Matjorie  Hunt 

.Mm*:  Often  the  carvers  themselves  are  depicted  in  stone. 
An  example  is  this  gargoyle  of  master  carver  Roger  Morigi, 
complete  with  work  clothes  and  tools.  Photograph  by  Larry 
Mbee 

Right:  Constanune  Seferlis  caned  this  hippie  gargoyle  dur- 
ing the  1960s.  Photograph  by  Larry  Albee 
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Vincent  Palumbo  meets  retired  stone  carvers  in  the  cathe- 
dral workshop  for  a  luncheon  reunion.  The  stone  carvers  at 
the  Washington  Cathedral  are  a  community  of  workers  who 
share  not  only  the  same  traditional  skills,  knowledge,  and 
aesthetic  values,  but  the  same  daily  experiences,  the  same 
customs,  tradidons,  and  good  times.  As  Palumbo  says,  "Prac- 
tically it  was  not  work  what  we  were  doing;  it  was  just  living, 
everyday  living."  Photograph  by  Paul  Wagner 

Opposite:  Frank  Zic,  Roger  Marigi,  and  Vincent  Palumbo 
pose  as  living  statues  in  niches  at  the  Washington 
Cathedral.  Photograph  by  Morton  Broffman 
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WAITS  TOWERS 
AND  THE  GIGUO 
TRADITKXV 


By  I.  Sheldon  Posen  and  Daniel  Franklin  Ward 


lis  i>  a  ston  wit  1 1  a  punchline  linking  two  seemingl) 
solated  Folk  phenomena  half  a  world  apart.  At  one 

end  is  the  southern  Italian  folk  celebration  of  a 
Catholic  saint's  least,  the  roots  of  which  have  usuall) 
led  scholars  back  to  ancient  Creek  myth  and  Diony- 
sian  worship.  At  the  other  end  is  a  Los  Angeles 
"environment"  built  h\  a  supposed  "crazy,"  which  for 
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Opposite:  Simon  (Sam)  Rodia's  towers  in  the  Watts  section  of  Los 

Angeles.  Photograph  by  Jeanne  Morgan 

Below:  Tower  and  "ship"  are  danced  through  the  streets  of  a 

Brooklyn,  New  York,  community  as  part  of  an  annual  festival  in 

honor  of  Paulinus,  patron  saint  of  the  Italian  village  of  Nola. 

Photograph  by  Martha  Cooper 

Preceding  pages:  Walls  lowers.  Photograph  by  Seymour  Rosen 


years  nobody  has  been  able  to  make  head  or  tail  of.  It  is  now- 
possible  not  only  to  speak  of  these  two  phenomena  in  the 
same  breath,  but  to  show  that  they  are  pieces  in  the  same 
puzzle.  This  has  come  about  because  of  the  chance  crossing 
of  two  paths  of  folklore  scholarship,  one  in  Los  Angeles  itself, 
the  other  midway  between  southern  California  and  southern 
Italy,  in  the  borough  of  Brooklyn,  New  York  City.  What  those 
two  paths  were,  how  thev  crossed,  and  what  it  all  means  are 
the  meat  of  the  story. 

It  begins  in  Brooklyn.  In  January  1981,  two  University  of 
Pennsylvania  graduate  students  in  folklore.  Maxine  Miska 
and  I.  Sheldon  Posen.  were  hired  for  two  years  by  a  consor- 
tium of  Brooklyn  cultural  institutions  to  survey  the  folklore  of 
the  borough  and  produce  public  programs  based  on  what 
they  found.  The  project  was  funded  by  grants  from  the 
National  Endowment  for  the  Arts  and  the  National  Endow- 


ment for  the  Humanities.  One  of  the  first  steps  Miska  and 
Posen  took  was  to  retain  New  York  photographer  Martha 
Cooper,  since  a  major  aim  of  their  project  was  documentation 
that  might  lead  to  a  photographic  exhibition  of  Brooklyn's 
folklore.  They  also  hired  pan-time  field  researchers  to  work 
with  particular  ethnic  groups  or  to  cover  specific  folk  events 
over  the  next  two  years.  Their  first  chance  at  a  major  stuck  of 
Brooklyn  traditions  came  in  the  summer  of  1981  with  the 
celebration  of  the  Feast  of  St.  Paulinus  in  the  Italian-American 
section  of  Williamsburg,  a  neighborhood  to  the  northeast  in 
the  borough.  Miska  and  Posen  heard  that  a  spectacular  dis- 
play would  take  place  during  the  feast  in  the  streets  in  front  of 
the  Church  of  Our  Lady  of  Mount  Carmel.  Thev  decided  to 
cover  the  feast  as  thoroughly  as  possible  and  hired  Joseph 
Sciorra,  an  anthropology  graduate  of  Brooklyn  College  and  a 
folklore  enthusiast,  as  principal  liaison  with  the  community 
and  field  researcher  on  the  feast;  Posen  would  direct  the  work 
and  assist  Sciorra  when  possible. 

The  celebration  proved  to  be  even  more  rewarding  than 
they  had  been  led  to  expect — a  rich  and  complex  neighbor- 
hood event  that  centered  on  an  annually  erected  tower  some 
six  stories  high,  weighing  over  three  tons,  called  the  giglio 
(pronounced  JILL-yo).  On  three  days  during  the  feast,  as 
hundreds  of  people  from  the  neighborhood  and  the  city 
watched  and  cheered,  the  gaily  painted,  gracefully  tapering 
giglio  was  "danced"  through  the  streets  in  front  of  the  church 
on  the  shoulders  of  one  hundred  and  twenty  men.  A  street 
band  riding  at  the  base  of  the  giglio  provided  the  music.  A 
second  giant  structure  was  part  of  the  festivities  as  well — a 
great  medieval-style  galleon,  outfitted  with  another  band  and 
several  characters  dressed  in  costumes  reminiscent  of  "The 
Thief  of  Baghdad,"  complete  with  turbans  and  scimitar.  Rid- 
ing in  their  boat  as  the  band  played,  they  too  were  canned  by 
one  hundred  and  twenty  men.  The  giglio  and  boat  were 
danced  separately  on  different  days,  but  for  the  climax  of  the 
feast  they  were  danced  together  so  that  they  met  at  the 
crossroads  before  the  church,  their  bearers'  hands  linking  for 
an  instant.  The  participants  explained  why  this  was  done  by 
referring  to  the  statue  of  St.  Paulinus  atop  each  structure,  and 
to  the  legend  associated  with  him. 

According  to  the  parish  priest,  Paulinus  was  the  patron 
saint  of  the  small  village  of  Nola.  near  Naples  in  southern 
Italy,  the  ancestral  home  of  many  of  the  Brooklyn  communi- 
ty's residents.  In  the  fifth  century,  while  Paulinus  was  bishop 
of  Nola.  Vandals  pillaged  the  town  and  earned  many  of  its 
inhabitants  off  to  northern  Africa  in  chains.  Paulinus  himself 
was  a  captive,  having  volunteered  to  take  the  place  of  a 
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Left:  Towers,  Nola,  Italy 

Bottom  left  and  opposite:  Dancing  the  "ship"  through  the  streets. 
Nola,  Italy.  Photographs  by  G.  Roli.  Courtesy  o/AUante,  Istituto  Ceogra- 
fico  de  Agostini 
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widow's  only  son.  He  was  made  a  slave  to  a  confidant  and 
adviser  to  the  Vandal  king.  "One  day,"  said  the  priest.  "Pauli- 
nus  did  the  king  a  service:  he  interpreted  a  dream  for  him  and 
foretold  his  future.  As  a  reward  for  this  divine  gift,  the  kingset 
Paulinus  free,  along  with  his  fellow  townspeople."  They  all 
returned  to  their  village,  accompanied  by  a  Turk  who  had  also 
intervened  on  their  behalf.  Their  ship  was  greeted  at  dock- 
side  by  the  joyous  villagers  who  bore  "mountains  of  lilies"  to 
welcome  them.  Even  June  22  since  that  time,  on  the  anniver- 
sary of  the  miraculous  return  of  Paulinus,  the  residents  of 
Nola  and  their  descendants,  wherever  they  may  be.  have 
erected  the  huge  towers  or  gigli  (meaning  "lilies"  in  Italian) 
and  danced  them  together  with  a  galleon  bearing  a  statue  of 
the  saint  and  a  costumed  Turk.  On  a  gigantic  scale,  thev  are 
reenacting  the  miracle  of  Paulinus  returning  to  his  people. 

Sciorra  was  able  to  ascertain  that  the  giglio  and  boat  had 
been  danced  in  Brooklyn  since  about  1920,  though  some 
residents  say  it  began  just  before  the  turn  of  the  centurv  with 
the  arrival  of  the  first  immigrants  to  the  neighborhood  from 
Nola.  Since  [he  giglio  is  an  old-world  custom  transplanted  to 
the  new,  and  since  many  Brooklyn  residents  maintain  their 
ties  with  Nola  and  visit  from  time  to  time,  Posen  and  Sciorra 
decided  to  find  out  as  much  as  they  could  about  the  celebra- 
nt >n  there.  Thev  already  knew,  from  a  photograph  on  the  wall 
of  a  Brooklyn  cafe,  that  not  one  but  eight  gigli  were  built  and 
danced  even  year  in  Nola.  One  of  the  few  books  they  were 
able  to  find  on  the  subject.  Chi  e  dex'oto:  Feste  popolari  in 
Campania,  supplied  more  information.  The  custom  of  danc- 
ing the  gigli  in  Nola,  it  said,  has  continued  since  medieval 
times.  Now.  each  of  the  eight  tall  towers  is  sponsored  by  a 
group  representing  one  of  the  old  guilds — "market- 
gardeners,  pork-butchers,  innkeepers,  bakers,  butchers, 
cobblers,  tailors,  and  smiths."  The  groups  vie  with  one 
another  in  designing  their  gigli  and  in  the  dancing  of  the 
crews  of  lifters  whom  thev  hire  for  the  day's  celebration. 
During  the  feast,  the  crews  bear  ihe  gigli  through  the  narrow 
streets  of  Nola,  the  residents  filling  the  air  above  them  with 
confetti,  and  "amid  the  deafening  music  of  the  bands,  nowa- 
days reinforced  by  loudspeakers,  the  eight  gigli  and  the  ship 
with  San  Paolino  and  the  Turk  arrive  in  the  cathedral  square" 
in  the  center  of  town.  There,  to  the  delight  of  the  thousands 
who  have  come  from  Naples  and  the  other  neighboring 
communities,  the  teams  of  lifters  put  the  gigli  through  intri- 
cate, almost  acrobatic,  maneuvers  with  each  other  until,  at 
evening,  thev  are  returned  in  procession  to  their  separate 
quarters  in  the  town.  "The  next  day,  they  will  emerge  again, 
but  this  time  they  will  be  carried  not  by  paid  squads  but  by  the 
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Left:  St.  Paulinus  atop  the  towers.  Nola,  Italy.  Photograph  bj  (..  Rob. 

Courtesy  of  Atlante,  btituto  Geografico  dr  Agostini 

Bottom  left:  Tower  tor  the  Brooklyn  festival,  1983.  Photograph  by  1. 

Sheldon  Posen 

Bottom  right:  Statue  of  St.  Paulinus  for  the  top  of  the  Brooklyn 

tower.  Photograph  by  Martha  Cboper 


people  of  Nola,  who  will  proudly  rock  the  towers  as  much  as 
possible  and  then  show  the  bruises  on  their  shoulders  and 
the  effects  of  a  special  muscular  cramp  called  the  'corn  of  San 
Faolino.'"  At  the  verj  end  of  the  celebration,  the  lowers  arc- 
stripped  of  their  ornaments,  thrown  over,  and  destroyed. 

In  addition  to  the  manner  of  celebration,  other  points  ol 
comparison  between  the  Nola  and  Brooklyn  feasts  were  of 
interest,  including  the  way  thegig/i  were  constructed.  In  each 
location,  the  towers  had  to  be  tall  and  graceful  yet  able  to 
withstand  the  stresses  of  being  lifted,  turned,  swayed  jolted, 
and  roughly  dropped  during  the  various  maneuvers  of  the 
dancing.  (One  found  in  both  Nola  and  Brooklyn  is  a  numero 
due — number  two.  The  gigtio  is  dropped  to  the  ground  and 
lifted  again  in  the  same  motion,  and  the  strain  is  severe  on 
both  the  lifters  and  the  structure.)  The  basic giglio  construc- 
tion, the  researchers  found  out.  was  the  same  in  Italy  and 
Brooklyn:  papier-mache  panels  were  built  separately  and 
hung  on  a  four-sided,  tapering,  steeple-shaped  framework. 
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But  there  were  important  differences  between  the  gig/i  ol 
each  place  which  Brooklyn  residents  described  in  talking 
about  the  histon  of  the  reast.  In  Brooklyn  in  recent  years, 
the)  said  as  skilled  labor  grew  more  and  more  scarce  and 
expensive,  the  g/glio  framework  material  was  changed  to 
aluminum  girders  which  could  be  quickly  assembled  01  dis 
mantled  In  .1  relative!)  inexperienced  crew  and  reused  year 
aftei  year.  Originally,  .1  skilled  carpenter  had  built  the  frame 
anew  each  year  out  of  short  pieces  of  lumber.  As  one  man 
remembered,  "he  built  it  from  tin-  mound  up,  the  pieces  all 
1  risscrossed  and  interlocked,  because  you're  going  up  eighty, 
ninett  feet  in  the  air — \\w  gigiio  was  higher  then."  Another 
man  remembers  the  craftsman,  fort)  loci  in  the  air  atop  the 
open,  half-finished  frame,  calling  down  to  his  assistant. 
"Throw  up  a  piece  eighteen  inches'  or  sixteen  inches.' 
whatever  length  he  needed  at  that  point  to  build  the  next 
level."  A  rope  hung  from  the  statue  of  St.  Paulinus  at  the  top  of 
the  gigtio.  It  was  tied  off  ever)  thirt)  feet  with  foot  loops 
formed  in  it  so  that  men  could  ride  there,  squeezed  inside  the 
frame,  while  ihegigtio  was  being  danced.  "That  way,"  said  one 
of  the  older  men.  "when  the  gigiio  was  dropped,  the  statue 
wouldn't  flop  off." 

At  first  glance,  the  gigii  in  photographs  of  the  Npla  festival 
lookver)  similar  to  the  Brooklyn  structures.  But  the  Brooklyn- 
ites  pointed  out  the  differences.  "In  Italy,"  they  told  Sciorra, 
"the)  put  a  pole  in  the  center;  over  here,  we  didn't  Over  here, 
the  lumber  is  a  little  different — it's  a  little  harder,  a  little 
stronger,  so  we  did  awa)  with  the  pole.  Over  there,  they  used 
to  nail  everything  around  the  pole  as  they  went  up.  When  we 
made  it  over  here,  we  eliminated  the  pole,  and  so  it  was  a  lot 
lighter."  The  Nola gigiio  frames  continue  to  be  construe  ted  in 
the  old  manner,  around  a  central  pole. 

(  overing  the  feast  in  Brooklyn  proved  to  be  an  exhilarat- 
ing and  grand  undertaking.  While  Cooper  photographed 
even  stage  of  h,  from  the  preparations  through  the  dancing 
to  the  dismantling  of  the  gigiio,  Sciorra  tape-recorded  inter- 
views with  almost  all  major  feast  personnel  and  with  Posen's 
help  spoke  with  do/ens  of  participants,  observers,  and  neigh- 
bors while  the  feast  was  under  way.  Initial  coverage  was 
complete  enough  that,  in  April  1982,  Posen  was  able  to  put 
together  a  slide  presentation  on  Brooklyn's  gigiio  celebration 
for  the  annual  meeting  of  the  New  York  Folklore  Society  at 
the  American  Museum  of  Natural  Histon.  In  it.  he  outlined 
the  workings  of  the  feast  and  made  a  case  for  seeing  it  not 
onh  as  a  reenactment  of  the  St.  Paulinus  legend  but  as  a 
playing  out  of  the  major  values  and  concerns  of  the  feast 
community.  At  the  suggestion  of  several  colleagues.  Posen 


Brooklyn  and  Nola  towers  differ  somewhat  in  construction;  for 
example,  the  Italian  tower  (left)  still  uses  a  central  pole,  eliminated 
in  the  American  version  (right).  Drawings  by  Jan  Adkins 
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Simon  (Sam)  Rodia  about  1950.  Courtesy  <>/  Daniel F.  Ward 


submitted  the  slide-show  script  to  the  museum's  Natural  His- 
tory magazine,  hoping  they  might  be  interested  enough  in  an 
article  that  they  would  fund  the  coming  summer's  research 
on  the  least.  \nt  hearing  from  them.  Posen,  Sciorra,  and 
Cooper  covered  the  least  again  on  their  own.  taking  more 
photographs,  conducting  more  interviews,  and  honing  their 
ideas  on  the  celebration  and  its  meaning.  In  the  fall  of  1982. 
Natural  History  accepted  the  idea  of  an  article.  Posen  rewrote 
his  script,  checking  with  Sciorra  at  even  point  for  tacts  and 
interpretation,  then  submitted  it  to  the  magazine  along  with 
Cooper's  selection  of  her  best  slides.  The  article  appeared  in 
June  1983  under  the  byline  of  all  three  members  of  the 
research  and  documentation  team.  Its  title  was  "Brooklyn's 
Dancing  Tower." 

The  article  contained  one  element  the  team  had  not 
planned  on.  It  is  a  polio  of  Natural  History,  several  months 
ahead  of  time,  to  solicit  photographs  through  professional 


channels  on  topics  to  be  covered  in  upcoming  issues.  Not 
long  before  the  giglio  article  went  to  press,  the  magazine 
editors  received  an  entire  shoot  of  the  festival  in  Nola  and 
decided  to  incorporate  selected  photographs  within  the 
Brooklyn  story.  They  paired  pictures  of  each  place  in  an 
attempt  to  show  parallel  scenes:  Brooklyn  lifters.  Nola  lifters; 
long  shot  of  Brooklyn  giglio  and  boat  in  the  streets  before  the 
church,  long  shot  of  Nola  gigli  in  cathedral  square,  and  so  on. 
The  result  was  that  the  Brooklyn  and  Nola  celebrations  of  the 
Feast  of  St.  Paulinus  and  their  respective  gigli  were  given 
national  exposure  in  both  print  and  photograph. 

The  story  now  shifts  to  the  west  coast  of  Canada  and  to 
August  1982,  two  months  after  the  Natural  History  article 
appeared.  Posen  was  in  Vancouver  for  the  International 
Congress  of  Anthropological  and  Ethnological  Sciences, 
presenting  his  giglio  slide  show  as  pan  of  a  cross-cultural 
panel  on  religious  processions  involving  monumental 
objects.  After  the  lights  had  come  on  and  the  question  period 
was  over.  Posen  was  approached  by  a  man  who  introduced 
himself  as  Daniel  Ward.  He  too  was  in  Vancouver  to  present 
his  research  findings  on  a  seemingly  unique  artifact  that  is 
constantly  referred  to  as  an  outstanding  example  of  folk  art: 
Simon  Rodia's  famous  "Watts  Towers"  in  Los  Angeles.  It  was 
in  this  regard  that  he  wished  to  speak  to  Posen  and  he  had 
astonishing  news.  Ward  said  that  two  months  previous,  some 
friends  of  his  called  to  tell  him  that  the  Watts  Towers,  the  topic 
of  his  doctoral  dissertation  in  the  American  Culture  Program 
at  Bowling  Green  State  University,  had  just  appeared  in  Natu- 
ral History.  They  said  that  there  was  a  picture  of  the  towers  and 
some  other  'things''  that  looked  like  them  in  New  York  City. 
Suspecting  that  this  was  yet  another  of  the  shallow  attempts  to 
place  the  Watts  Towers  in  a  category  with  hot-dog-shaped 
hot-dog  stands  or  so-called  "folk  art  environments."  Ward  did 
not  rush  out  to  buy  acopvofthe  magazine  but  made  note  of  it. 
Several  weeks  later,  at  a  meeting  of  the  Committee  for  Simon 
Rodia's  lowers  in  Watts,  a  member  of  the  committee  com- 
mented that  there  were  some  portable  towers  in  Brooklyn 
that  looked  something  like  the  Watts  lowers  and  that  photo- 
graphs of  these  New  York  towers  were  in  the  recent  Natural 
History  magazine.  Ward  looked  up  the  magazine  at  the  library 
the  next  afternoon. 

He  quickJv  turned  to  the  Brooklyn  giglio  article.  "I  took  a 
glance  at  those  pictures,"  he  said,  "especially  those  tall 
slender  towers,  and  realized  that  this  was  the  article  that  my 
friends  called  last  month  to  tell  me  about — the  one  with  the 
Watts  "lowers  and  'things'  like  them.  I  looked  again  though, 
because  I'd  never  seen  so  many  people  standing  around  the 
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Watta  i.nv.is  in  i  oi  Vngeles  Surrounded  i>\  .1  mosaii  wall  thai 
runs  along  1 1  »<  sidewalk,  the  overall  site  has  the  i<»>k  >>i  .1  ship 
Photograph  by  Siymow  Rostn 


Watts  lowers.  I  hen  1  noticed  the  tall  buildings  behind  the 
loufiv  I  lardh  anything  in  Watts  is  more  than  twent)  feel  tall, 
and  i hen-  are  no  buildings  behind  tin-  Watts  rowers  be<  at  im- 
that  is  where  the  railroad  tracks  are."  ( >nl\  on  closer  examina- 
tion did  Ward  realize  that  he  w.is  not  looking  al  Rodia's 
rowers,  rhese  win-  some  towers  in  Italy. 

Ward  told  Posen  that  he  read  the  article  with  growing 
excitement:  connections  wore  being  made  in  his  head.  "It  just 
rang  bells  all  oxer  tin-  place — the  towers,  southern  Italy — but 
the  clincher  was  the  boat"  For  some  reason  that  he  never 
explained,  Sam  Rodia  built  a  boat  shape  into  bis  sculptural 
complex  He  often  referred  to  it  as  the  "ship  ofColumbo"  or 
"ship  of  Marco  Polo'"  when  visitors  asked  about  it.  Addition- 
ally, the  entile  Watts  lowers  complex  looks  very  much  like  a 
ship  with  tall  masts  when  \  iewed  from  the  outside,  particularh 
from  the  east  tip  of  the  tall  walls  surrounding  the  wedge- 
shaped  Rodia  property  in  Watts.  The  similarity  of  the  form  of 
Rodia's  concrete  structures  to  the  Italian  gigli  was  uncanny 
and,  coupled  with  the  use  of  a  boat  shape  and  the  fact  that  the 
Nola  celebration  was  near  die  place  where  Rodia  spent  his 
childhood,  made  it  nearly  impossible  to  rule  out  some  con- 
nection between  the  Watts  lowers  and  the  processional  tow- 
ers in  Italy. 

The  Watts  lowers  and  their  Italian  immigrant  builder  have 
been  tantalizing  folk  art  scholars.  Los  Angeles  city  officials. 
and  journalists  like  Cabin  Trillin  for  decades.  In  1959.  the 
Eleventh  International  Assembly  of  An  Historians  declared 
them  the  "paramount  achievement  of  folk  art  in  the  United 
Mates."  The  same  year  the  Cit\  of  Los  Angeles  battled  with  its 
own  citizens  in  an  attempt  to  have  the  nonconforming  struc- 
tures demolished.  The  citizens  prevailed  and  the  Watts  Tow- 
ers became  the  anchor  for  attempts  to  "culturally  revitalize" 
the  impoverished  Watts  district  of  Los  Angeles  during  the 
riot-torn  \  ears  1  >t  the  ( Ireal  Society.  The  Watts  Towers  became 
a  major  tourist  attraction  in  southern  California,  and  they 
came  to  be  accepted  as  important  to  the  growing  art  commun- 
is of  Los  Angeles.  Most  often  the  museum  curators,  artists, 
journalists,  and  scholars  called  the  Watts  Towers  folk  art. 
Folklorists,  anthropologists,  and  others  objected  and  pointed 
to  the  folb  of  labeling  a  unique  artifact  of  this  tvpe  "folk  art." 

The  question  boiled  down  to  an  argument  over  whether  a 
common  but  imprecise  use  of  the  term  folk  art  should  be 
tolerated,  folk  art  authority  Louis  C.Jones  suggested  at  the 
1977  Winterthur  Museum  folk  art  conference  that  a  com- 
promise might  be  appropriate.  Jones  proposed  that  those 
artifacts  accepted  by  even  one  as  folk  art  be  thought  of  as 
"inner  circle"  works,  and  that  those  artifacts  that  are  often  but 


imprecisely  called  folk  art — artifacts  like  the  Watts  Towers 
and  schoolgirl  art — be  placed  in  an  "outer  circle"  with  the 
understanding  that  they  may  be  classified  as  folk  art  only 
because  they  have  for  so  long  been  called  by  that  name.  This 
proposal  was  rejected  by  the  majority  of  the  folklorists.  In  the 
Winter  1980  Winterthur  Portfolio,  folklorist  John  Vlach  dis- 
cussed the  Watts  Towers  in  an  article  surveying  the  stud}'  of 
American  folk  art.  Vlach  points  out  that  the  Watts  Towers 
might  better  be  thought  of  as  contemporary  sculpture, 
because  they  are  simply  not  the  product  of  any  tradition  of 
folk  art  production.  Because  they  are  the  product  of  one  man. 
workingalone  in  isolation  from  any  community,  and  because 
there  is  nothing  like  them  anywhere  else  in  the  world,  they 
cannot  and  must  not  be  classified  as  folk  art. 

Despite  the  terminological  debate,  numerous  amateur 
w liters,  scholars,  and  journalists  continued  to  churn  out  arti- 
cles and  books  grouping  the  Watts  lowers  with  a  perceived 
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Built  into  the  centei  <>i  the  Watu  complex  la  iIhn  boat  ^.t i.i| ><  whii  li 
Rodia  often  referred  i<>  as  ilw  "ship  «>i  (  olumbo   01    sh|p  ,.i 
Marco  Polo."  Photograph  h\  Stymow  Rostn 


genre  ol  "tolk  an  environments"  01  Visionary"  art.  Yei  Ward, 
.1  folklorist,  remained  nic.h1I.ini  in  Iun  desire  to  stud)  the  Watts 
Powers  folklorically.  Remembering  what  he  heard  during  hiN 
own  post-World  War  II  childhood  in  southern  California, 
Want  found  the  oral  traditions  surrounding  Rodia's  towers 
fascinating.  IK-  w.in  told  thai  'Tokyo  Rose  lived  there  and 
those  wen?  the  broadcast  lowers  for  her  programs"  and  "that 
man  who  built  the  Watts  Powers  w.in  a  Npv  for  the  Japanese." 
Po  a  youngster  like  Waul,  and  probably  to  mam  adults,  these 
legends  all  seemed  true.  1  lie  Watts  Powers  did  look  oriental. 
In  Watts  other  oral  traditions  were  tested  by  believing  youths. 
Hundreds  of  plates,  tiles,  <\ud  shells  decoratingthe  surfaces  of 
Rodia's  work  were  systematically  smashed  In  Watts  children 
in  attempts  to  locate  a  hidden  fortune.  ( Hher  Watts  residents 
believed  that  Rodia's  wife  was  buried  beneath  the  massive 
monument.  While  it  was  the  rich  oral  tradition  surrounding 
the  artifact  that  attracted  Ward  to  the  serious  stud)  of  the  Watts 
Powers,  .in  preliminary  research  progressed  the  "folk  an 
problem"  continued  to  be  raised.  Why,  Ward  wondered,  were 
people  Ntill  calling  these  unique  artifacts  folk  art? 

Po  know  that  an  artifact  is  a  folk  artifact,  one  must  know  the 
processes  that  generated  the  artifact  A  folk  artifact  jn  not 
merely  an  object  created  by  one  of  the  "folk."  but  a  material 
product  of  the  folk  proceNS.  a  physical  manifestation  of  the 
interplay  of  tradition  and  innovation,  an  inherently  prag- 
matic mixture  of  communally  accepted  convention  and  situa- 
tionally  demanded  invention.  Although  Sam  Rodia  was 
thought  to  be  something  of  a  "crazy"  h\  mam  viewers  of  his 
work,  few  would  have  argued  that  he  was  not  also  "folk"  by 
am  definite  >n  of  the  term.  Calling  the  Watts  TV  >wers  "folk"  ait. 
however,  raised  the  problem  of  Rodia's  marginal  position  in 
the  community  of  Watts.  There  were  no  other  Italians 
around.  How  could  Rodia  and  Iun  work  operate  within  a 
tradition  if  he  was  alone  in  his  world? 

Ward  found  that  v  erv  little  was  known  about  the  builder  of 
the  Wads  Towers.  He  apparently  had  many  friends,  but  most 
were  dead  by  the  time  Ward  began  to  seek  them  out.  The  only 
publiNhed  information  on  Rodia  depended  on  largelv  fic- 
tional newspaper  reports  and  articles  designed  to  make  the 
WattN  Towers  seem  more  colorful  Official  fact  sheets  given 
out  at  the  lowers  also  relied  heavilv  on  these  reports  — 
unverified  oral  traditions  and  embellishments  and  fabrica- 
tions ol  boosters  of  the  towers.  For  example,  nearlvall  reports 
jjive  the  source  of  Rodia's  livelihood  as  tilesetting.  though  no 
evidence  of  this  has  ever  surfaced.  It  is  even  unclear  why 
Rodia's  name  jn  said  to  be  Simon  because  nobody  living  today 
who  knew  him  ever  called  him  by  that  name.  He  was  known 


as  Sam  to  everyone  but  those  ol  Iun  boosters  who  saw  Iun 
towers  before  they  met  him.  rhey  continue  to  tall  him 
Simon.  His  (  hristian  name  and  place  and  date  <>l  birth 
remain  in  dispute,  In  it  family  tradition  plat  es  his  parents  in  a 
small  village  outside  of  Naples,  Italv.  in  the  late  1870s.  Rodia's 
parent n  were  property  owners,  and  they  are  said  to  have  sent 
theii  nomn  to  America  to  avoid  the  Italian  cons<  ription.  Rodia 
joined  an  older  brother  in  the  Pennsylvania  coal  mines  until 
.m  accident  took  the  brother's  life.  After  thai  he  traveled, 
taking  a  vaneiv  of  unskilled  jobs  until  about  1900,  when  he 
married  and  stalled  a  family.  Ihe  marriage  tailed  and  a 
divorce  became  final  in  1913.  Again  free  to  travel,  Rodia 
moved  around  the  country  working  odd  jobs  that  included 
one.  he  claimed,  at  the  famous  Holv  (.host  Grotto  in  l)i(  kev- 
ville,  Wisconsin.  Bv  1919,  he  Nettled  in  Long  Beach,  California, 
and  took  steadv  employment  with  a  construction  company. 
While  in  Long  Beach.  Rodia  built  some  concrete  structures 
near  his  house  that  were  decorated  in  a  fashion  similar  to  his 
later  structures  in  Watts,  but  there  were  no  towers.  In  the  early 
1920s.  Rodia  began  work  on  his  Watts  environment. 

When  Rodia  moved  to  Watts  it  was  a  rural  community 
between  Los  Angeles  and  Long  Beach.  He  remained  in  Watts 
for  most  of  the  time  between  the  commencement  of  his  work 
and  his  abandonment  of  the  project  in  1954.  During  this 
period  he  was  emploved,  usually  as  a  construction  laborer 
handling  and  placing  both  plain  and  reinforced  concrete.  He 
worked  on  his  lawn  decorations  and  towers  in  his  spare  time. 
It  is  clear  from  documents  that  during  this  time  he  was 
intensely  concerned  with  religion  and  that  he  may  have 
performed  baptisms  in  fountains  in  his  gardens  but  that  he 
was  not  respectful  of  the  Roman  Catholic  Church.  An  early 
published  newspaper  interview  with  Rodia  suggests  that 
immediately  before  beginning  the  work  on  his  garden,  he 
was  a  heavv  drinker.  His  ability  to  interact  with  the  other 
members  of  the  Watts  community  seems  to  hav  e  decreased  as 
the  community  become  a  densely  populated  black  ghetto 
during  World  War  II.  Nonetheless,  Rodia  continued  to  work 
an  average  of  eight  hours  every  day,  including  holidays,  on 
his  towers.  In  1954.  Rodia  sold  the  Watts  property  to  a  neigh- 
bor for  enough  money  to  purchase  a  bus  ticket  and  moved 
back  to  Martinez,  California,  where  he  had  some  family. 
From  that  time  until  his  death  in  1965.  he  never  returned  to 
Los  Angeles  and.  with  the  exception  of  comments  he  made 
one  evening,  refused  to  discuss  his  towers  in  Watts. 

Fonunatelv.  the  one  time  Rodia  answered  questions  about 
his  Watts  project,  a  young  engineer  tape  recorded  his  com- 
ments. The  recording  was  made  at  the  L'niversitv  of  Califor- 
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Opposite  Simon  Rodia  From  \r\&  and 
1951  Photograph  by  Jama  Reed 
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nia.  Berkeley,  where  a  film  of  Rodia  finishing  the  Watts 
rowers  was  being  shown.  The  film  was  made  by  a  student  at 
the  University  of  Southern  California,  and  some  members  of 
the  Committee  for  Simon  Rodia's  Towers  in  Watts  invited 
Rodia  to  attend  the  film  with  them.  He  reluctantly  agreed  to 
do  so.  When  the  film  began  and  the  first  image  of  the  Watts 
I .  >w  ei  s  appeared.  Rodiajumped  out  of  his  seat  and  pointed  to 
the  screen,  proudly  exclaiming.  "That'sa  my  tower!"  Follow- 
ing the  showing  of  the  film.  Rodia  talked  briefly  with 
members  of  the  audience,  who  were  primarily  interested  in 
his  technique.  He  attempted  to  describe  his  sources  of  ideas 
and  the  inventive  methods  he  devised  to  decorate  the  sur- 
tai  tv  < >f  his  structures.  He  was  never  asked  where  he  got  the 
idea  for  the  tower  structures. 

Many  \ears  earlier,  when  he  still  lived  in  Watts,  Rodia  was 
asked  b\  one  of  his  neighbors  where  he  got  his  ideas.  He  told 
her  that  he  got  them  from  things  he  saw  in  Italy  when  he  was 
young  He  did  not  tell  her  what  it  was  he  saw  in  Italy.  Perhaps 


he  saw  the  gigli  and  boats  at  the  celebration  of  St.  Paulinus  in 
Nola  during  a  visit  or  while  en  route  to  Naples,  his  port  of  exit 
to  the  New  World. 

It  is  precisely  this  possibility  that  Ward  was  presenting  at  the 
Vancouver  congress.  Rodia  was  not  some  kind  of  "crazy" 
building  a  fantasy  world  for  himself  to  live  in  to  the  exclusion 
of  everyone  else.  Everyone  who  knew  Rodia  admitted  that  he 
had  problems  communicating  with  people,  as  a  result  of  a 
language  barrier  that  he  never  quite  overcame.  It  was  difficult 
for  him  to  explain  himself,  his  creations,  his  worldview,  and 
his  memories  to  either  his  English-speaking  boosters  or  his 
Spanish-speaking  friends.  He  did  not  know  their  words  well 
enough  to  tell  them  anything  but  "that'sa  new  style  tower"  or 
"that'sa  ship  of  Columbo"  in  his  broken  English.  When  Rodia 
talked,  he  talked  about  those  things  that  concerned  him  the 
most  —  the  breakdown  of  the  family  as  the  center  of  society, 
the  high  cost  of  getting  by  in  a  world  where  everything  was  too 
expensive,  the  way  modern  women  were  all  dressing  like 
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Below:  Drawing  that  depicts  a  section  of  Rodia's  tower  with  central 
support  element.  Drawing  by  Jan  Adkins 

Right:  Statue  at  the  top  of  one  of  Rodia's  lowers.  Photograph  by 
Daniel  F.  Ward 


prostitutes.  He  did  not  seem  to  be  a  man  who  had  lost  touch 
with  reality  so  much  as  a  man  who  longed  for  a  time  when 
traditional  values  ruled.  He  retained  his  Italian  worldview 
throughout  his  lite. 

Whv  would  such  a  man  build  something  like  the  Watts 
lowers?  It  is  difficult  to  answer  the  question,  hut  there  ate  a 
number  of  possible  answers.  Perhaps  he  built  one  initially  to 
see  if  he  could  do  it.  IfRodia  had  seen  the  celebration  in  Nola 
or  some  other  community  in  Italy,  he  would  have  realized 
that  the  men  most  visibly  associated  with  the  gigli  commanded 
great  respect.  Perhaps  Rodia  even  knew  the  builders  of  the 
gigli.  Using  the  materials  with  which  he  was  familiar,  rein- 
forced concrete  and  stone.  Rodia  may  have  attempted  to 
recreate  the  Italian  giglio  in  the  hope  of  receiving  some 
appreciation  from  his  neighbors  or  friends.  Having  done  so. 
Rodia  went  on  to  build  better  towers,  one  after  the  next.  The 
earlier  towers  were  experimental  prototypes,  each  failing  in 
some  respect.  The  final  tower  was  the  masterpiece,  although 
it  resembles  the  giglio  the  least. 

Another  possibility  is  that  Rodia  saw.  or  came  to  see,  the 
giglio  as  a  model  for  something  useful  in  the  construction 
industry.  If  he  had  watched  the  construction  of  gigli  in  Italy 
before  emigrating,  his  work  with  reinforced  concrete  at  var- 
ious construction  sites  in  California  could  have  prompted 
him  to  experiment  with  those  materials  lot  some  reason. 
possibly  hoping  to  invent  a  new  building  structure  that  would 
be  stronger  and  lighter  than  the  types  of  structures  he  was 
helping  to  build  .it  the  construction  sites 
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Rodia's  apparent  anticlerical  attitudes  would  seem  at  var- 
iance with  a  Catholic  Church-sponsored  celebration,  and 
even  with  the  legend  of  St.  Paulinus.  Still,  the  boat-shaped 
forms  and  the  similarity  between  the  earliest  of  Rodia's  towers 
and  the  Italian  gigli  strongly  suggest  the  influence  of  the  Old 
World  form  on  the  new.  Unlike  the  Brooklyn  gigli,  the  tradi- 
tional giglio  constructed  in  Italy  has  a  central  pole  around 
which  the  tapering  frame  is  hung.  Rodia's  tower  structure 
follows  this  configuration  almost  exactly.  As  the  Brooklvnites 
modified  the  structure  eliminating  the  center  pole.  Rodi.t 
modified  the  materials  used  to  construct  the  form.  He  used 
the  materials  he  knew,  and  he  had  no  concern  for  their 
weight  because  his  towers  would  not  dance.  He  had  no  need 
to  fear  that  the  statue  atop  his  tower  would  topple  unless  an 
earthquake  occurred. 

Posen,  Sciorra,  and  Cooper's  article  on  the  giglio  in  Natural 
History  and  his  subsequent  discussions  with  Posen  inspired 
Ward  to  seek  fuilher  correlations  that  could  be  made  between 
the  Watts  lowers  and  the  gigli  of  Brooklyn  and  Italy.  The 
project  is  ongoing,  but  each  new  piece  of  Rodia  data  is  now 
clicc  keel  against  data  on  thegigli.  What  has  been  examined  to 
date  makes  a  compelling  case  for  the  existence  of  a 
relationship. 

A  connection  of  meaning  among  the  Watts  and  giglio 
towers  solves  a  decades-old  riddle  and  helps  redeem,  in  great 
measure,  a  man  long  thought  to  be  crazy.  Sam  Rodia  worked 
all  those  years  within  a  tradition  —  of  form,  of  construc- 
tion —  and  far  from  being  a  simple  "naif  or  nut,  was  one  end 
of  a  relationship  which  individuals  can  be  said  to  have  with 
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their  communities,  however  far  or  isolated  thev  appear  to  be 
from  them.  Not  onl\  that:  since  there  is  now  evidence  ofjust 
what  he  was  building  in  his  yard,  there  are  realms  of  specula- 
tion lor  why  he  did  so.  Perhaps  his  motives  were  religious,  a 
personal  and  unverbalized  love  for  a  saint  or  a  labor  for  the 
greater  glory  of  Cod:  or  they  might  have  been  biographical, 
an  attempt  by  an  immigrant  to  reproduce  something  from  his 
homeland,  perhaps  influenced  bvthe  experiences  of  a  child- 
hood long  ago  and  far  away. 

But  the  discovery,  though  valuable  in  answering  some 
questions,  is  more  to  be  valued  for  the  questions  it  still  raises, 
not  just  about  Rodia  and  his  work,  but  about  all  •"informal  an 
environments.'"  if  the)  can  be  called  that,  and  the  nature  of 
folk  an.  What  more  do  we  now  know  about  Sam  Rodia.  for 
instance,  that  we  do  not  know  about  Fred  Smith.  Clarence 
Schmidt.  James  Hampton.  Grandma  Prisbrey,  and  others 


who  have  been  celebrated  as  artists  in  recent  years?  Would 
further  biographical  information  —  about  a  childhood,  a 
model,  an  origin  —  give  us  more  insight  into  such  artists  and 
the  meaning  of  their  work?  Would  it  tell  us  what  justifies  the 
labor  of  years  or  decades  in  the  arrangement  of  materials  and 
space,  with  or  without  seeming  reference  to  a  community's 
values,  aesthetics,  or  way  of  lifer 

In  the  end,  it  may  only  be  possible  to  say  that  these  are  lone 
individuals,  at  the  psychic  outskirts  of  community,  and 
"visionary"  may  not  be  so  bad  a  term  for  many  of  them.  What 
a  discovery  like  the  link  among  the  towers  can  provide  is  some 
small  insight  into  the  visions  of  individuals  like  Rodia,  a  clue 
to  where  they  are  viewing  from  or  what  they  are  looking  so 
intentlv  at.  There  are  still  worlds  to  be  explored  to  find  out 
why  sue  h  persons  are  driven  or  pleased  to  have  their  visions, 
and  to  act  thus  upon  them. 
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HOVIAKD  FLYSTER* 
Man  of  Visions 


By  John  Turner 

with  text  by  Judith  Dunham 


I'd  rather  put  one  sermon  out  in  an  than  fifty  out  of  my 
mouth.  The  main  thing  about  my  art  is  to  have  a  message. 
Preaching  does  very  little  good.  But  I  find  by  doing  it  in  art, 
a  man  will  see  it.  and  the  message  will  be  printed  on  his 
brain  cells.     — Howard  Finster 


With  as  much  determination  as  he  preached 
to  Baptist  congregations  in  rural  Alabama  and 
Georgia  for  most  of  his  life,  Howard  Finster 
began  in  1971  to  build  and  plant  a  garden  in  the 
hvo-acre  yard  behind  his  home  in  Summerville, 
Georgia.  Like  many  of  his  ideas,  this  one  came 
from  a  vision,  wherein,  he  said,  "it  come  to  me 
to  build  a  paradise  and  decorate  it  with  the  Bible."  Over  the  past 
twenty  vears,  Finster  has  filled  his  most  celebrated  creation  not  only 
with  vegetation  but  also  with  hundreds  of  objects,  concrete  pathways 
embedded  with  broken  glass,  towers  constructed  from  cast-offs,  and 
other  impressive  and  eccentric  structures — interspersed  with  Bible 
verses  handpainted  on  wooden  signboards  or  spelled  out  in  mosaic. 
It  was  also  a  vision  that  in  1976  told  Finster  to  paint  "sacred  art." 
Applving  to  wood  or  metal  the  tractor  enamel  he  used  in  his  repair 
business,  he  created  pictures  composed  of  Biblical  messages  and 
images  combined  with  his  interpretation  of  the  world,  its  moral  con- 
dition and  dilemmas.  Inhabited  simultaneously  bv  historical  and 

Vxfongkl  t  m5/okn  Tume, 

Howard  Finster's  portrait  of  himself  as  a  month-old  bab\.  Phyllis  Kind  Gallery 
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Howard  Fimter 


Untitled  self-portrait,  1978.  Enamel  on  cement 

Right:  Howard  Finster's  garden  Courtesy  of  Victor  Faainto 


present-day  people  and  In  Famous  figures  and  personal 
acquaintances,  Finster's  painted  visions  convey  a  timeless  and 
placeless  sense.  As  is  characteristic  of  the  obsessiveness  that 
pervades  all  his  pursuits.  Finster  lias  numbered  each  of  his 
paintings,  c  onstrut  lions,  and  painted  cutouts.  To  date  he  has 
made  over  three  thousand  works. 

It  is  not  unusual  lor  Finster  to  view  his  life  in  statistical 
terms.  By  his  own  count  he  has  delivered  4,625  sermons  for  a 
total  of  thirty-six  million  words.  He  has  presided  over  four 
hundred  funerals  and  two  hundred  weddings.  He  has  taken 
only  eight  vacations  and  spent  two-and-a-half  days  on  activi- 
ties lie  lahels  "spoils."  Finster's  computations  extend  to  the 
meticulous,  almost  graffiti-like  records  he  has  kept  for  all  the 
purchases  and  income  from  his  various  repair  husinesses  and 
to  the  exhaustive  listings  of  the  weddings,  baptisms,  and 
funerals  he  has  performed  in  his  position  as  pastor  of  various 
congregations. 


However  hyperbolic  such  statistical  claims  may  be.  they  are 

indications  of  Finster's  seeminglv  unceasing  and  compulsive 
energy,  even  at  the  age  of  sixty-nine.  Indeed.  Finster's  entire 
life,  from  his  earliest  years  until  the  present,  has  been  moti- 
vated by  a  spiritual,  if  not  economic,  drive  to  work  hard  and 
productively  and  an  unfailing  belief  in  his  inner  resources.  In 
the  way  Finster  writes  and  talks  about  his  past — which  he 
does  prolifically  and  in  sentences  that  move  from  one  to  the 
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next  without  punctuation— his  life  seems  to  he  governed  by 
an  urge  to  accomplish.  "No  doubt  in  my  mind."'  he  once 
wrote,  "1  have  had  the  greatest  working  strength  of  any  man 
who  has  been  on  this  planet  earth— except  Jesus  Christ  and 
mv  father  only." 

Finster's  father  was  a  lumberjack  and.  b)  his  re\  el  end  son's 
definition  and  description,  "a  sinner."'  Neither  his  father  nor 
his  mother  had  strong  religious  inclinations  or.  for  that  mat- 


ter, an  interest  in  art.  Perhaps  they  were  too  busy  raising 
thirteen  children  and  tending  their  forty-two-acre  farm  in 
rural  Yallev  Head.  Alabama  Not  surprisingly,  many  of  Fin- 
ster's memories  of  childhood  are  of  the  various  jobs  he  had 
around  the  farm:  making  slop  for  the  hogs,  gathering  and 
cutting  wood,  clearing  the  fields  after  the  corn  was  harvested, 
loading  lumber  with  his  father.  The  older  Finster  grew,  the 
more  enterprising  his  jobs  became.  Using  materials  available 
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on  the  farm,  he  began  to  make  small,  eight-inch  wooden  oil 
lamps  as  well  as  salt  and  pepper  shakers  and  talcum  powder 
containers,  which  he  sold  by  going  house  to  house  on  his 
bicycle.  To  support  himself  and  his  Family  when  he  became  a 
minister,  at  various  times  he  worked  in  textile  factory,  labored 
in  a  sawmill,  built  houses,  and  in  lateryears  ran  .1  lawnmower 
and  bicycle  repair  shop.  His  prevailing  skill  was  his  ability  t<» 
find  a  way  to  use  simple  materials  or  common  objects  to 
advantage. 

Religion,  perhaps  the  most  powerful  forte  in  Finster's  life, 
had  an  unlikely  beginning  in  the  form  of  Santa  Clans,  who 
was  his  first  "deity"  and  who,  he  said,  led  him  ultimately  to 
God  Finster  moved  closer  to  religious  convention  when  he 
was  saved  .11  the  age  of  thirteen  a)  a  revival  meeting  and  when, 
three  years  later,  he  was  called  by  the  voice  of  God  to  preach 
the  Gospel.  I  hat  same  year  he  gave  his  fust  sermon  at  Lee's 
Chapel  in  Valley  Head,  and  at  age  sixteen,  with  only  a 
sixth-grade  education,  he  began  to  preach  the  Lord's  word. 

Visions  have  determined  many  of  the  choices  in  Finster's 
life,  from  becoming  a  minister  to  building  Paradise  Garden 
and  taking  up  brush  and  paint.  But  it  took  decides  before 
Finster  felt  he  could  understand  his  fust  vision — which  he 
experienced  at  age  three — of  his  dead  sister  Abby: 

She  appeared  to  me  coming  down  from  heaven  on  a  set 
of  steps  made  of  clouds.  She  was  covered  with  a  long, 
white  robe-.  I  went  back  to  the  house  and  spread  the 


news.  My  mother  was  surprised,  she  thought  it  was  a 
warning,  fearing  that  I  would  die,  but  I  am  still  living 
today. . . .  Mother  for  years  wondered  about  the  vision 
and  never  knew  what  it  meant.  She  finally  died  and  I  also 
wondered  for  years,  so  in  1976.  when  God  called  me. 
Howard,  into  sacred  folk  art,  I  began  to  understand  Abby 
was  saving.  "Howard,  you  will  be  a  man  of  visions,"  after 
which  I  began  having  more  visions  of  other  worlds  and 
space  things  began  to  come  to  me. 

Howard  Finster.  man  of  visions  as  he  calls  himself,  was 
ordained  at  Violet  Hill  Baptist  Church  in  Valley  Head.  Ala- 
bama, and  was  baptized  in  spring  water  at  a  nearbv  cow 
pasture.  Accompanied  by  his  wife  Pauline  and  their  first  child, 
he  moved  across  the  border  into  Georgia  to  become  pastor  of 
the  Rock  Bridge  Baptist  Church.  Over  the  next  thirty  vears  he 
went  from  church  to  church,  from  Mt.  Carmel  Baptist  Church 
in  Fort  Payne,  Alabama,  to  Chelsea  Baptist  Church  in  Menlo. 
Georgia,  and  from  job  to  job,  from  grocery  store  proprietor  to 
TV  repairman.  At  Chelsea  Baptist  Church,  where  he  had 
been  preaching  for  fifteen  years,  he  decided  to  realize  a 
long-standing  idea  to  build  a  garden  planted,  in  part,  with  the 
message  of  the  Lord.  The  church  congregation,  uninterested 
in  such  a  creative  digression  from  conventional  religious 
practice,  forbade  the  project,  and,  finding  motivation  in  their 
disapproval,  Finster  began  to  build  a  garden  behind  his  home 
in  the  Pennville  community  of  Summerville. 
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fourth  from  left)  and  preaching  the 


Tent  Revival 

AT  BERRYTON 
BEGINS  MONDAY  NIGHT,  MA v  30 

BIBLE  PICTURES  WILL  BE  SHOWN  EACH  EVE- 
NING— FROM  THE  BIRTH  OF  CHRIST  TO  THE 
RESURRECTION. 


ALL  DENOMINATIONS  ARE  WELCOME 

Conducted  by  Rev.  Howard  Finistor  and   Rev. 
Fred  Tucker. 

Rev.  L.  H.  Newson,  of  Artalla,  Ala.  will  do  the 
Preaching. 

COME  HEAR  THE  MAN  OF  GOD  PREACH 

The  Pastor  of  the  Shady  Grove  Baptist  Church  in 
Artalla,  Ala. 


HEAR 

REV.   HOWARD  FINSTER 
Over  WGWD 

Gadsden's     powerful     station, 
^ach     Saturday     morning.     0:00 
Pastor  Mt.  Carrr.el  Etapti  t 
church. 
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Howard  Finsters  garden 
(Courtesy  <>/  Victor  Faccinto 
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1  he  yard,  originally  a  limiting  present-,  was  overgrown 
three  to  four  feet  deep  in  areas.  During  the  seven  years 
Finster  spent  clearing  and  filling  the  land,  lie  says  he  killed 
one  hundred  snakes.  But  in  deference  to  the  other  creatures 
that  inhabited  the  area,  he  left  small  niches  and  tunnels 
among  the  paths,  towers,  and  other  formations  that  gradually 
transformed  the  garden  into  a  manifestation  of  his  creativity 
as  well  as  a  translation  of  the  Bible.  As  in  the  evolution  of 
other  rural  folk-an  environments,  Finster's  garden  became 
increasingly  elaborate  as  be  began  to  build  sculptural  con- 
structions from  his  immense  collection  of  materials.  He  even 
foraged  at  the  tit\  dump:  "I  asked  God,  'Whv  is  it  Tin  a 
garbage  collector"-  Everything  I  have  is  junk.'  He  said.  'You 
don't  have  anything.  I  want  the  world  to  understand  that  you 
(  an  make  something  out  of  what  other  people  throw  away.'  " 

If  Finster  specializes  in  any  particular  material  in  his 
garden,  it  is  cement  He  lias  used  it  to  mold  mountains, 
towers,  and  castles,  main  inlaid  with  broken  glass  and  with 
minor,  another  favorite  in.iteri.il.  Accorriinglo  his  estimation, 
there  are  twenty-five  thousand  pieces  of  minor  on  one 
cemenl  castle.  A  formation  called  Honeycomb  Mountain  is 
embellished  with  jars  containing  pictures  of  people,  both 
famous  and  unknown.  There  is  also  a  two-ton  cement  shoe 
that  bears  a  Biblical  quotation.  "And  your  feet  shod  with  the 
preparation  of  the  gospel."  Hands  are  made  by  casting 
cement  in  gloves  reinforced  with  wire,  then  painting  the 
hardened  surface.  The  garden  pump  house  is  constructed  of 
(  oca  (  ola  bottles  embedded  in  cement,  and  a  chapel  is 
similarly  built  of  half-gallon  soft  drink  bottles. 
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Sculptured  hand  painted  with  tl 
Opposite:  Detail,  Honeycomb  \1< 
Courtesy  oj  Victor  Faccinto 


Record  of  Howard  Begin  with  Scraps  and 
Wound  up  with  Profit 

I  bought  a  junk  bicycle  from  Mr.  Cowers  for  three 
dollars  and  added  my  skill  and  a  few  new  pans  to 
it  and  it  became  a  nice  bike  worth  fifteen  dollars. 
So  I  sold  it  for  fifteen  dollars.  From  a  wholesale  cata- 
logue I  bought  seven  wall  clocks.  By  adding  seventy- 
five  cents  and  my  skill,  I  designed  a  mantle  clock  case 
with  a  few  pieces  of  wood.  I  built  seven  beautiful 
mantle  clocks  that  wholesaled  at  ten  dollars  each, 
which  totaled  seventv  dollars.  I  sent  one  hundred  dol- 
lars to  the  World's  Mission  Rice  Fund  for  the  hungry, 
I  sent  another  hundred  to  A-A-Tanner,  the  radio  pas- 
tor and  twenty-five  cents  to  Flower  Fund,  ten  dollars 
to  my  pastor,  ten  dollars  to  my  church,  one  hundred 
to  a  sick  patient  in  Trion  Hospital,  one  hundred  to 
Frank  Rosser.  my  favorite  missionary,  which  left  me  a 
balance  of  forty-five  seventv-five,  which  would  buv 
456  scrap  pieces  of  plywood  from  Bryce  Evins  wood 
shop  and  from  these  sera])  pieces  I  could  build  two 
hundred  fifty  clock  cabinets  at  four-fifty  each,  which 
amounted  to  eleven  hundred  twenty-five  dollars, 
which  I  did.  taking  three  seventy-five  and  turning  it 
over  four  times  and  coming  out  with  eleven  hundred 
twenty-five.  How  did  this  happen?  By  using  my  gift  of 
talent  and  tools  and  labor.  1949 


Throughout  the  garden  Finster  has  turned  liis  collection  of 
mechanical  and  electronic  parts  into  ingenious  structures. 
One  tower  is  made  of  hub  caps  and  bicycle  frames — "I've 
fixed  and  rebuilt  and  repaired  enough  bicycles  to  load  a  cargo 
ship  or  a  freight  train  from  deck  to  deck  or  car  to  car'" — which 
can  be  ascended  nearly  thirty  feet  to  the  top  for  a  panoramic 
view  of  the  entire  garden.  A  windmill  that  reaches  sixteen  feet 
is  built  of  mower  parts  and  wagon  rims.  Old  television  tubes 
are  painted  with  portraits,  then  used  to  make  large  circular 
flower  planters.  Other  objects  found  in  the  garden  have  been 
donated  by  friends  and  visitors.  One  bo\  brought  his  tonsils 
in  a  jar,  and  other  admirers  have  given  Finster  jewelry  and 
small  trinkets  which  he  has  incorporated  into  the  cement 
walks.  Finster  ultimately  hopes  to  collect  at  least  one  of  each 
of  mankind's  inventions.  To  house  this  accumulation  as  well 
as  his  own  an,  he  recently  purchased  an  abandoned  church 


adjacent  to  his  garden  which  he  has  renamed  the  Folk  An 
Church. 

In  1976,  years  after  Finster  began  to  conceive  of  his  garden 
as  a  work  of  an.  or  as  he  says,  "the  folk  an  of  Cod,"  he  had 
another  vision: 


One  day  I  was  using  my  finger  to  patch  little  spots  on  dif- 
ferent things  I  painted,  lawn  mowers,  bicycles,  anything 
I  was  painting.  I  dipped  my  finger  in  white  paint  and 
stalled  to  patch  something,  and  I  looked  at  the  end  of 
my  right  finger,  and  on  the  round  ball  of  my  finger  was  a 
white  face  with  eyes,  nose,  just  a  human  face  on  the  end 
of  my  finger.  And  it  was  so  amazing  to  me  I  just  stood 
there  lookin'  at  my  finger  with  that  human  face  on  it 
where  I  clipped  it  in  paint.  There  are  different  kinds  of 
feelings  but  this  was  a  divine  feeling.  I  can  always  tell  a 
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erarchiesol  good  and 
■II.  Phyllis  Kind  Gallen 


Howard  Goes  to  Heaven 

One  beautiful  morning  I  arose  from  sleep  and 
all  mv  work  was  taught  up.  I  had  all  the  riches 
that  I  would  ever  need.  I  looked  at  the  clock 
and  pitched  it  in  the  waste  can.  I  took  the  calendar 
from  the  wall  and  tore  it  in  half.  I  took  my  insurance 
policy  and  pitched  it  into  the  waste.  I  took  my  all  m\ 
business  books  and  papers,  tax  return  forms,  and 
threw  them  away.  I  went  to  my  workshop  and  cut  off 
the  power  and  locked  the  doors.  Every  failing  mem- 
ber of  my  body  became  strong  and  my  young  feeling 
returned  to  me. 

I  took  my  medicine  cabinet  and  threw  it  away.  I 
took  mv  electric  razor  and  pitched  it  out.  I  left  my 
home  without  a  suitcase  or  a  change  of  clothes.  I 
began  to  walk  away  without  looking  back. 

I  took  my  billfold  and  pitched  it  in  the  gutter.  I 
took  a  road  that  led  upwardly.  I  met  a  great  company 
of  people.  Thousands  and  thousands  of  them,  they 
were  all  smiling.  I  could  see  peace  and  love  shining 
in  their  faces.  Little  children  playing  all  along  the 
streets.  I  reached  down  and  raked  my  hand  across 
the  street  and  it  was  smooth  as  polished  marble. 

I  looked  up  to  see  the  sun  but  it  was  gone.  The 
lamb  of  God  was  the  light.  The  light  was  so  equal, 
even  corner  and  turn  shined.  There  was  no  such 
thing  as  darkness.  I  could  see  the  most  beautiful 
domes  and  structures  near  and  far  of  pure  gold.  They 
didn't  have  a  sun  glitter,  they  shined  on  all  sides,  the 
grass  an  even  color  by  miles  and  miles.  The  top  of 
the  grass  was  level  as  mohair.  After  time  had  passed 
and  passed  and  passed.  I  never  grew  tired.  No  such 
thing  as  thirst  or  hunger.  The  mansions  were  vacant 
of  beds.  There  were  no  railroad  lines  or  planes  over- 
head. The  only  sounds  were  beautiful  singing,  and 
the  music  beyond  describing  and  groups  of  people 
talking  and  meeting  one  another.  God  himself  in 
person.  People  bowing  by  thousands  at  the  presence 
of  Jesus,  who  thev  had  always  wanted  to  see  face  to 
face.  Everyone  who  had  believed  in  Christ  was  pres- 
ent. Bible  debates  were  unknown.  Everyone  lived  with 
a  shout  in  his  soul.  Praise  to  God  The  joy  and  peace 
and  luxury  were  so  great  that  the  former  things  were 
forgotten.  You  could  pass  one  object  a  thousand  times 
and  it  was  just  as  new  as  ever.  Nothing  could  be 
improved.  It  was  so  perfect  1968 
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Klvis  hrslev  as  a  bov    Painiing  nu  1781   I'lnlln  KnuH.nllriy 


divine  feeling,  m>  1  tried  the  spirit  i«>  see  whethei  ii  was 
God  or  not,  and  .1  warm  feeling  come  ovei  me  to  paint 
sacred  art,  and  1  thought  to  myself,  "Well,  I  can't  do  it  but 
I'm  goin  to  try."  and  1  started  painting. 

Finster  still  sometimes  paints  with  hi-*  fingers,  but  paint  is 
not  the  onh  medium  he  uses.  People  and  patterns  are  occa- 
sional!) "etched"  on  metal  with  ballpoint  pen,  and  several 
works  have  incorporated  posters  or  magazine  cutouts  around 
which  he  creates  his  imaginative  visions.  While  most  of  the 
works  are  made  simplv  of  paint  on  rectangular  sheets  of 
metal  of  wood,  others  are  not  so  simple  at  all:  portraits  shaped 
like  their  subjects,  pictures  executed  on  trellises  of  wood,  and 
a  long,  thin,  overgrown  gourd  painted  with  "visions  ol 
strangers  from  other  worlds."  His  ingenuity  extends  to  the 
wood  frames  around  his  paintings,  which  are  imprinted  with 
designs  generated  In  a  machine  of  his  own  invention. 

Almost  all  of  Foster's  paintings,  which  he  calls  "telegrams 
to  the  world,"  include  Biblical  quotations,  reference  to  God, 
oi  religious  overtones  of  some  kind.  A  number  of  the  works 
are  apocalyptic  \isions  in  which  the  pictures  are  divided  into 
paths,  buildings,  strata,  or  planets  representing  hierarchies  of 
good  and  e\il.  There  are  also  smatterings  of  homespun  sav- 
ings such  as  those  in  painting  No.  1000,  a  shoe  inhabited  by 
the  Reverend  himself:  "If  you  happen  to  get  stepped  on, just 
up  and  keep  walking''  and  "If  a  man's  home  is  his  castle,  he 
should  wear  shoes  there  and  rule  his  house." 

Like  the  paintings  of  other  untrained  artists.  Finster's  do 
not  follow  the  laws  of  perspective,  nor  are  thev  drawn  with 
consistent  scale  relationships.  Unlikely  combinations  of  sub- 
jects and  techniques  are  the  hallmarks  of  Finster's  style.  Flvis 
Presley,  one  of  his  revered  heroes,  is  the  main  character  in 
several  paintings,  one  of  which  (No.  1781)  shows  a  line  of  tiny 
figures  parading  around  his  hat  brim.  Also  among  the  roster 
of  subjects  are  former  presidents  Jimmy  Carter.  John  F 
Kennedv .  and  Franklin  Roosevelt  Gen.  Robert  F.  Lee,  Albert 
Einstein,  Queen  Elizabeth  and  Queen  Henrietta,  the  Mona 
Lisa.  Leonardo  da  Vinci,  Daniel  Boone,  the  Avatollah  Kho- 
meini, and  Santa  (laus — as  well  as  countless  self-images. 
Henrv  Fold's  Model  T  appears  in  painting  No.  fi44.  with 
Finster  himself  standing  behind  it  and  a  text  that  refers  to  the 
Bible's  prophecv  of  the  coming  of  the  horseless  chariot. 

In  addition  to  such  juxtapositions  of  subjects  and  epochs,  it 
is  not  uncommon  to  find  spaceships,  flying  saucers,  and 
unfamiliar  planets  among  the  more  earthbound  imagery. 
Hovering  in  theskv  behind  one  picture  of  Queen  Henrietta  is 
a  spacecraft  that  Finster  insists  is  outfitted  for  solar  power.  For 
him  the  afterlife  is  not  so  much  in  heaven  as  it  is  in  space: 


I.  Howard  Finster.  was  lying  on  my  bed  one  day  and 
looking  out  over  my  garden.  A  feeling  come  over  me  that 
I  had  lived  and  had  a  job  on  another  planet  before  I 
come  to  earth.  But  the  former  things  of  my  first  planet 
had  passed  away  so  that  thev  would  not  confuse  me 
about  my  work  on  earth's  planet,  and  now  I  desperatelv 
trv  to  draw  paintings  to  remind  me  of  the  work  that  I  did 
on  my  first  planet.  I  have  visions  of  worlds  beyond  the 
light  of  the  sun.  unbelievable  domes  and  mansions  and 
trees  that  go  up  out  of  sight  in  the  skv.  I  am  a  stranger 
from  another  world,  and  when  mv  work  is  finished  I  will 
go  back  to  other  worlds. 
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Hcm\  Kurd's  Model  f.  with  Finsier  standing  behind  ii  Painting 
mi  M  I  /*y//u  Kind  (Mien 


(n.»FORB  C .-, 
PiCTHC^gltTH*vTO£f 

n»e horseless  chariot 

THAT  waJ  t«  COHE  »"  THE 
W  CR  W&-  M  A  HU  M-  2-  If  -  T«  E 
HREAT  PROPHiT  HCRg  Tf  U 
OS  IT  WOULD  COrtf  Ofcgt, 

THf  GREAT  Wil«*l»«i!. 
HSNRY  FCRP  HE  B«UP£TME  L 
FIRST  HOR$BLEf$  €HAW£\ 
I  *A»  £  OWMEP  OHE  - 


Truth  ol  the  1  rade 


rhe 


Iw.is  .1  farmer.  I  could  plow,  cultivate,  plant,  s<>w. 
gather,  and  preserve,  .ill  it  look  to  be  a  farmer. 
Bui  I  tin.ilh  quit  1  don  hammei  out  blacksmith 
irons  with  white  heal  and  shoed  mules,  l>ut  I  finally 
quit  1  begin  preaching  as  .1  pastor  and  pastored 
churches  for  many  years,  bul  finall)  quit  I  mounted 
animals,  stuffed  them,  treated  them  with  formality- 
hide,  and  even  skinned  a  chicken  so  small  its  skin 
was  almost  thin  as  tissue  paper.  I  stuffed  him.  sew 
him  up  and  mounted  him  on  a  board,  standing  up 
and  eating  corn  from  a  little  pan.  and  had  corn  in  the 
pan.  But  I  finally  quit.  1  told  a  few  tontines  as  a  mind 
reader  but  I  finally  quit  I  begin  woodcraft  and  could 
do  top  work  as  a  finisher  and  was  finalh  employed  at 
a  furniture  factory,  but  quit.  1  became  textile  employee 
and  learned  to  wind  thread  and  work  with  cotton 
fabrics,  but  quit.  I  became  a  machine  fixer  in  a  glove 
mil!  and  could  fix  machines,  but  I  quit.  I  worked  in  a 
dye  house  dveing  cloth,  became  a  cloth  inspector  and 
quit.  I  staned  out  as  an  evangelist  preaching  with 
large  truck,  portable  instruments,  and  speaking 
equipment,  but  I  quit  after  wealing  out  two  or  three 
tents.  I  took  up  carpenter  work,  built  houses,  remo- 
deled flooring,  tiling,  plumbing,  and  pipe  work  but  I 
quit.  1  begin  plumbing  and  pipe  cutting  but  I  quit.  I 
even  made  bricks  and  blocks  with  m\  own  mold  and 
build  my  first  home,  but  I  quit.  I  begin  lawn  mower 
and  bicycle  repair  for  years  but  I  quit.  I  begin  making 
clocks  by  the  hundreds  and  hundreds  but  I  quit.  I 
begin  machine  work  on  cars  and  could  rebuild  a 
motor  but  I  quit  I  used  to  contract  cutting  logs  from 
the  forest  but  I  quit.  I  owned  and  operated  a  grocery 
store  for  years  but  I  quit.  I  begin  marrying  people  and 
preaching  funerals  for  years  and  still  do.  In  1976  1 
begin  folk  an  painting  and  I  don't  think  I  will  ever 
quit  because  I  can  do  all  these  things  together  in  folk 
an  painting.  I  find  no  end  to  folk  an  painting  and  1 
don't  think  no  artist  on  eanh  found  the  end  of  art. 

1976 
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Queen  Elizabeth  (opposite),  and  Howard  Finster's  garden  (above) 


Considering  Finster's  abundant  imagination  and  bis  tire- 
less  constitution,  bis  work  will  probably  never  be  finished.  He 

continues  to  expand  bis  garden  and  to  paint  bis  way  to  picture 
No.  4000.  In  recent  years  lie  lias  received  recognition  from 
tbe  art-world  establishment — reviews  in  art  periodicals. 
exhibits  in  galleries  and  museums,  and  guest  appearances  at 
colleges  and  universities.  He  also  Finds  time  to  write  songs 
and  poetry  and  to  pla\  tbe  guitar,  harmonica,  and  banjo  and 
has  recent!)  produced  a  record  of  his  music.  To  Fit  in  all  these 
pursuits,  he  follows  an  idiosyncratic  schedule,  eating  and 
sleeping — what  little  sleeping  he  does — when  the  impulse 
strikes.  Howard  Finster  surely  speaks  the  truth  when  he  says, 
'i  won't  live  long  enough  to  draw  all  my  visions." 


Just  a  Little  Tack  in  the  Shangle  of  the  Roof 

Ob  wh\  in  the  world  did  you  leave  your  home 
W"h\  in  the  world  have  you  staved  so  long 
Want  you  tome  on  back  and  stay  with  me 


Make  your  little  bouse  what  it  ought  to  be 
Oh  make  your  little  house  what  it  ought  to  be. 

Oh  I'm  just  a  little  tack  in  the  shangle  of  your  roof 
Oh  I'm  just  a  little  tack  in  the  shangle  of  your  roof 
Oh  I'm  just  a  little  tack  in  the  shangle  of  your  roof 
To  bold  your  bouse  together,  to  hold  your  house  together. 

Oh  come  on  back  and  live  with  me 
Oh  come  on  back  and  let  me  see 

Oh  come  on  back  and  live  with  me 
Make  your  little  house  what  it  ought  to  be 
Oh  make  your  little  house  what  it  ought  to  be. 

Oh  I'm  just  a  little  nail  in  the  plank  on  your  wall 
Oh  I'm  just  a  little  nail  in  the  plank  on  your  wall 
Oh  I'm  just  a  little  nail  in  the  plank  on  your  wall 
To  hold  your  house  together,  to  hold  your  house  together. 

Oh  I'm  just  a  little  stone  in  tbe  pillow  of  your  bouse 
Oh  I'm  just  a  little  stone  in  the  pillow  of  your  bouse 
I'm  just  a  little  stone  in  the  pillow  of  your  house 
To  hold  your  bouse  together,  to  bold  your  bouse  together 
Don't  lei  it  fall  on  me.  don't  let  it  fall  on  me. 
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Urban  Neighborhood:  Making  Brooklyn  Home  (1983,  with 
Maxine  Miska). 


Archie  Green  retired  in  1982  from  teaching  at  the  Univer- 
sity of  Texas,  Austin.  During  the  decade  1967-76,  he  cam- 
paigned for  the  passage  of  the  American  Folklife  Preserva- 
tion Act.  For  many  years,  he  has  commented  in  the  JEMF 
Quarterly  on  graphic  depictions  of  folk  music.  Currently,  he 
is  writing  a  book  on  labor  lore  in  the  United  States. 

Mary  Hufford  is  a  folklife  specialist  at  the  American  Folk- 
life  Center.  She  was  project  director  for  the  center's  Pine- 
lands  Folklife  Project. 

Marjorie  Hunt  is  a  staff  folklorist  for  the  Office  of  Folklife 
Programs  at  the  Smithsonian  Institution.  She  is  a  doctoral 


John  E  Turner  has  been  documenting  folk  artists  and 
their  environments  through  photography,  oral  history,  and 
videotape  for  the  past  fifteen  years.  He  works  for  .ABC  TV 
and  is  the  curator  of  twendeth-century  American  folk  art  for 
the  San  Francisco  Crafts  and  Folk  Art  Museum. 

Daniel  Franklin  Ward  is  a  doctoral  candidate  in  the 
American  Culture  Program  at  Bowling  Green  State  Univer- 
sity, where  he  is  compledng  a  dissertation  on  Watts  Towers. 
During  1983  and  1984  he  served  as  coordinator  of  the 
Committee  for  Simon  Rodia's  Towers  in  Watts,  and  his 
book.  Personal  Places  (1984).  provides  perspectives  on 
informal  art  environments  throughout  die  United  States. 
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PUBLICATIONS 

of  the  American  Folklife  Center 


But  RlDGI  H  \K\>sl     \  REGION'S  hoi  Kl  1H  l\  PHOTOGRAPHS 

B\  Lyntha  Scott  Eiler,  Perr)  Eiler,  and  Carl  Fleischhauer.  115  pp  (S  \ 
090400401273)  So  Available  foam  the  Superintendent  of  Docu- 
ments, U.  S.  Government  Printing  Office,  Washington,  D.  l  20402 
Check  or  mono  ordeT  pa)  able  to  the  Superintendent  <>t  Documents 
must  accompany  order. 

A  look  at  the  landscape,  communities,  and  religion  of  the  men  and 
women  who  li\e  along  the  Blue  Ridge  Parkway. 

Buckaroos  in  Paradise  Cowboy  Liff  in  Northern  Nevada 

B\  Howard  W  Marshall  .\nd  Richard  EL  Ahlborn.  120  pp.  (reprint) 

(15.96.  Available  from  the  University   of  Nebraska   Pies-..  Sales 

Department,  901  North  17th  Street.  Lincoln.  Nebraska 

A  publication  to  accompany  the  Smithsonian  exhibit  "Buckaroos  in 

Paradise."  including  an  essa\  on  buckaroo  life.  .<  catalog  of  exhibit 

artifacts,  and  numerous  photographs. 

Children  of  i  he  Heavnly  King 

Rft k.hk  s  Expression  i\  i  hf  Cen  iral  But;  Ridge 

Edited  and  annotated  bv  Charles  K.  Wolfe.  Two  discs  and  a  48-page 
illustrated  booklet  (AFC  L69  70).  S14.  Available  from  the  Librarv  of 
Congress,  Recording  Laboratory,  Motion  Picture.  Broadcasting,  and 
Recorded  Sound  Division,  Washington.  D.  C.  20540.  Checks  payable 
to  the  Libran  of  Congress  must  accompany  orders. 

Cranberries 

32  pp.  S3.  Available  from  the  Libran  of  Congress.  American  Folklife 
Center.  Washington.  D.  C.  20340.  Checks  payable  to  the  Library  of 
Congress  must  accompany  orders. 

Cranberry  recipes  collected  during  the  American  Folklife  Center's 
1983  Pinelands  Folklife  Project  in  New  Jersey,  illustrated  with  full- 
color  photographs. 

Cultural  Conservation:  Thk  Protection  of  Cultural  Heritage 
in  the  United  States 

Bv  Ormond  Loomis.  123  pp.  (S  N  030-000-00148-6)  S4.50.  Available 
from  the  Superintendent  of  Documents.  U.  S.  Government  Printing 
Office.  Washington.  D.  C.  20402.  Check  or  monev  order  payable  to 
the  Superintendent  of  Documents  must  accompany  order. 
A  report  on  the  means  of  preserving  intangible  features  of  the 
nations  cultural  heritage,  with  an  appendix  that  traces  the  history  of 
relevant  legislation  and  a  bibliography. 

Ethnic  Recordings  in  America  A  Neglected  Herttagi 

Edited  b\  Judith  McCulloh.  269  pp.  (S/N  030-001-00098-2)  S13.  Avail- 
able from  the  Superintendent  of  Documents.  U.  S.  Government 
Printing  Office.  Washington.  D.  C.  20402.  Check  or  monev  order 
pavable  to  the  Superintendent  of  Documents  must  accompany 
order. 

A  collection  of  essays  on  the  history  and  current  status  of  the  ethnic 
recording  industry,  with  numerous  illustrations  and  an  index. 


The  Federal  Cylinder  Project:  A 
Recordings  in  Federal  Agencies 


Glide  to  Field  Cylinder 


Available  from  the  Superintendent  of  Documents,  I  S,  Government 
Printing  oit'ur.  Washington,  iv  (  20402  Check  oi  mone)  ordet 
payable  to  the  Superintendent  ol  Documents  must  accompany  order, 
Volumt  I.  Introduction  and  Inventory,  l>\  Erika  Brady,  Maria  1  a  Vlgna, 
Dorothy  Sara  Lee,  and  rhomas  Vennum,  Jr.  110  pp  (S  N  030-000- 
00133-2)  $&50 

Introduc  ton  essaj  that  dest  ribes  the  projet  t  and  an  indexed  listing 
b\  collection  of  more  than  ten  thousand  field-recorded  w.ix  cylinders 
for  which  preservation  tape  <  opies  exist  at  the  Librar)  <>i  ( longress, 
Volumt  8,  Early  Anthologies,  edited  by  Doroth)  Sara  Lee.  with  .i  fore- 
word In  Sue  Carole  De  Vale.  96  pp.  (S  N  030-000-154-1)  $8. 
Describes  Benjamin  [ves  Cilman's  cylinder  recordings  from  the  1893 
World's  Columbian  Exposition  and  the  "Demonstration  Collection'' 
edited  b\  Erich  Moritz  von  Hornbostel  and  issued  by  the  Berlin 
Phonogramm  Archiv  shortly  after  World  War  I. 

Watermelon 

Bv  Ellen  Ficklen.  64  pp.  S10.  Available  from  the  Library  of  Congress, 

American  Folklife  Center.  Washington.  D.  C.  20340.  Checks  payable 

to  the  Library  of  Congress  must  accompany  orders. 

History,  facts,  and  lore  of  the  watermelon,  along  with  numerous 

recipes.  Illustrated  in  color  and  black  and  white. 

The  following  publications  are  available  free  of  charge  from  the  Library  of 
Congress,  American  Folklife  (.enter,  Washington,  D.  C.  20540. 

American  F<  >lk  Ak<  hitfctlre:  A  Selected  Bibliography 
Bv  Howard  W  Marshall,  with  the  assistance  of  Cheryl  Gorn  and 
Marsha  Maguire.  79  pp. 

Articles  and  books  on  theorv  and  general  topics,  antecedent  refer- 
ences from  the  British  Isles,  and  resources  dealing  with  specific 
regions  of  the  country. 

Amerk  an  Folk  Musk  and  Folklore  Recordings  1983: 

A  Selected  List 

An  annotated  list  of  thirty-one  1983  recordings  selected  because  they 

include  excellent  examples  of  traditional  folk  music. 

Folklife  Center  News 

A  quarterlv  newsletter  reporting  on  the  activities  and  programs  of  the 

center. 

Folklife  and  Fieldwork  a  Latvians  Introduction  no 
Field  Techniques 

Bv  Peter  Bartis.  28  pp. 

An  introduction  to  the  methods  and  techniques  of  fieldwork. 

Traditional  Crafts  and  Craftsmanship  in  America: 
a  Sellc  ih>  Bibliography 

By  Susan  Sink.  84  pp. 

An  indexed  bibliography  citing  Libran  of  Congress  call  numbers, 
produced  in  cooperation  with  the  National  Council  for  the  Tradi- 
tional Arts. 


Publications 
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